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PR'OLOGUE. 


| W* might well call this ſhort Mock-play of ours 


A Poſie made of Weeds inſtead of Flowers 3 
Tet ſuch have been preſented to your noſes, . 1; ©, 
And there are ſuch, I fear, who thought 'em Roſes. . 
Wonld ſome of 'ems were here, to ſee, this night, 
What ſtuff it is in which they took delight. 
Here, xr Blades, for wit, let fall 
Sometimes dull ſence 3. but oft ner, none at all : 
There, ftrutting Heroes, with a grim-fac'd train, 
Shall brave.the Gods, in King Cambyles vein. 
For ( changing Rules, of late, as if men writ 
In ſpite of Reaſon, Natxre, Art and Wit ) 
Oxr Poets make us laugh at Tragedy, 
And with their Comedies they make ws cry. 
Now, Critiques, do your worſt, that here are met +, 
For, like 4a Rook, IThave hedg =_ my Bet. 
If you approve 5 Tſhall aſſume t te © 
| EY theſe ir Kent. I — 
| And juitly too, for I will ſhew you more 

Than ever they vouchfafd to ſhew before : 
Twill both repreſent the feats they do, 
And give you all their reaſons for 'ems too. 
Some honour to me. will from this ariſe. 
But if, by my endeavonrs, you grow wiſe, JC: 
And what was once ſo praiſed you now deſpiſe z 
Then Dll cry ont, ſwelF'd with Poetique rage, 
*Tzs I, John Lacy, have reform'd your Stage. . 
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Smith. 
Two Kings of Brentforf. 
Prince Pretty-man. 
| Prince Yolſcize. 

- Gentleman Uſher. 
| Phyſician. 
Drawcanſir. 
General. 
Lieutenant General. 
Cordelio. 

Tor Thimble. 
Fiſherman. 

Sun. 

Thunder. 

Players. 
Souldiers. 

Two Heralds. 

Four Cardinals. 
Mayor. 


Ju gES. 

Serjeants at Arms, 
Womens 

Amaryllis. 


Cloris. 
Parthenope. 
Pallas. 
Lightning, 
Moon. 


Scene Brentford. 


PA 


The AFﬀors Names. 


Earth, | 
3. - Attendants ofMen and Wotten, 


THE 


p 
THE 


REHEARSAL. 


: —_— 
— Pe CEE: 


ACTUS I. SCANA HI&. 


I— 


Johnſon ad Smith. 


Oneſt Frank | Pm glad to ſee thee with all 
my heart : how long halt thou been 1 in: . 
Town? 

8mi, Faith, not above an hour : and, if 
\ Thad not met you here;T had ey wer 
you out 3 for Tong to talk with you any. of 
new things we have heard'inthe( 

Jobnſ. And, by my troth, Fhave 1 oats as muchto Prat 
with you, at all the 1mpertinent, dull, & tie things, we 
are tir'd out with here. 

893. /Dull and fantaſtical! that'san wallet compoſition. 
Pray, what are our men of bufineſsdoing? | 

ln I'ncer enquire after *em. Thoy knowelt. my us 
mour lyes another way. Lloveto pleaſe my ſelf as much, and 
to trouble others as little asT can: and” therefore donatural- 

_ ly avoid the company of hole ſolerith Fopsz who,” beingin- 

* capable of Reaſon, and inſenfible'of Wit and Pleaſure, are-al- 
wayslogking g graveandr cel one Ee Eg 


hought men 
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2 T be Rebearſal. 

$mi. Indeed, I have ever obſerved, that your grave lookers 
are thedulleſt of men, . 7G Ee ene te S 

Johnſ. I, and of Birds, and Beaſts too: your graveſt Bird ts 
an Owl, and your graveſt Beaſtis an Als. , 

$11i, Well; but how doſt thou pals thy time ? 

Jobnſ. Why, as Iuſe todo; eat and drink as well as I can, 
have a She-friend to be private with in the afternoon, and 
ſometimes ſee a Play : where there are ſuch things ( Frark, ) 
ſuch hideous, monſtrous things, that it has almoſt. made me 
forſwear the Stage, and reſolve to apply my (elf to the ſolid 
non(ence of your pretenders to Bufinels, as the more ingenious 
paſtime. | 

$mi, I have heard, indeed, you have had lately many new 
Plays, and our Country-wits commend 'em. 

Johnſ. I, ſo do ſome of our City-wits tooz but they are of 
the new kind of Wits. 

$i, New kind? what kind is that? 

JO Why, your Blade, your frank Perſons, your Drolls: 
fellows that ſcorn to imitate Nature 5, but are givenaltoge- - 
ther toclevate and Cx wane | 

8m. Elevate, and ſurpriſe ? priythee make me underſtand 
the oo ing of _ ep og 

. Nay, by my troth, 's a hard matter : Idon't un- 
derſtand that my fl 'Tis a phraſe they have. got amon 
them, to expreſs their no-meaning - T1 tell you, as well as [ 
554 whatit ts. Let hae ſee 3 = ighting, Loving, Sleeping, 

py ncing, ng, Crying; and eve 
COT II nt eng 7 
| Mr. Bayes paſſes ver the Stage. 

m__ Your moſt obſequious, and moſt obſervant, very fer- 
yane, Sir. 

Johnſ. Godfo, this is an Author : I'll fetch him to you. 

Si. Nay, pry thee let him alope. | 4 5 
- Johnſ. Nay, by the Lord, Fll have him. [Goes efter him. 
Here heis. I have caught him. Pray,Sir, for my fake,will you, 
do a favour to thisfriend of mine ? . 
Fayes, Sir, it is not within my ſmall capacity to do far vs 


T he Rehearſal. - 2 
but receive 'em; eſpecially from a perſon that does wear the 
honourable Title you are pleas'd toimpoſe,Sir,upon this. —— 
Sweet Sir, your ſervant. 

Smi. Your humble ſervant, Sir. 

Johnſ. But wilt thou do me a favour, now ? 

Bayes, I, Sir : what is't ? 

Jebnſ: Why,totell him the meaning of thy laſt Hh 

Beyer. How, Sit, the meaning? do you mean the Plot ? 

John. I,I; ” thing. 

Bayes. Faith, Sir, the Intrigo's now quite out of ay nog 5 
butl have a new one, in my pocket, that nay oy is4 Virgin 
t has never yet been blown upon. 1 muſt tell you one thing, 
'Tisall new Wit; and, though I ay it, a bettet than wo 
and you know wall ancighbad that took, Io fine, it ſhal 
_ , and write, and at, and plot, and ſhew, ay, and pit, box 
an ,. I gad, with any Play in . This moraing is 
with dren. nfs bh asit is to beact- 
ed; andifyon, and your friend will doit but the honour to 
ſee it inits irgin attite z though, perhaps, it may bluſh, Iſhall 
not beaſhamed todiſcover its nakedne6 unto you. —I think 
it is o” this ſide. Puts his hand in his pocket: 

- Sir, I confeſs] ath not able to anſwer you in this new 
way 3 butif you pleaſe to lead, I ſhall be glad to follow-youz 
and I hope mmy friend will do ſo too. £7; > 

8m. I, Sir, Ihave no buſineſs ſo confiderable, as ſhould keep 
me from your ny. 

Bayes. Yes, here it is. No, cty you mercy 2 this is my 
_ of Dret« Common plates ; the Mother of many other 

S. . 
| Johuſ. DramaCommon places { whar's that ? 

Bayes. Why, Sir, dur ertaha hel that we mien of Art 

have found it convenietit to make uſe of; . 

Sj, How, Sir, help for Wit ? | 
. Bayes. I, Sir, that's my poſition; And Ido hereaverr, That 
no man yet the Sun c'cr ſhone upon, has (ufficient to 
tug out 4 Stage, except it be with the help of theſe my 


B 3 | Jobaſ. 


FI T be Rehearſal. 
" Johnſ: What are thoſe Rules, I pray ? .*/ 27 12G 
-- Bayes. Why, Sir, my firſt Rule is the Rule of Tranſverſion; 
or Regula Duplex : changing Verſe into-Proſe, or Proſe inte 
verſe, alteruativeas you pleaſe. þ 
Si. How's that; Sir; by a Rule; I pray?” | 
Bayes, Why, thus, Sir 3 nothing more eaſie: when under- 
ſtood: Etake a book 1n my hand, eitherat home orelſewhere, 
for that's all one, if there beany Witia't, as there is no book 
but has ſome, I Tranſverſe it 3 that is, if it be Proſe put it into 
Verſe, (but that takes up ſofne time) if it be Verſe, put it-in- 
to Proſe. + | Kery 
Johnſ. .Methinks, Mr. Bayes, that putting Verſe.into Proſe 
ſhould becall'd Tranſprofing. | 
Bayes, By-my troth avery good Notion, and hereafter it 
ſhall be fo.- - BON 67 Taha b 
Smi, Well, Sir, and what d'yedo-with-it then 2: | 
Bayer. Make it my own. ' *Tis fo- alter'd that no man can 
know it. MynextRule is the Rule of Record,” and by way 
of Table-Book. Pray obſerve. Li 
Johnſ. Well, wehearyou : goon. | + 
Bayes. As thus. I-come'into a Coffee-houſe or ſome other 
place where-witty men reſort, Tmake as if I minded nothing 3 
(do .you mark? ) but-as ſoon as any one ſpeaks, pop Iflap 
down, and make that, too, my own. _ 

Fohnſ. But, Mr..Bayes, are not you ſometimes in danger of 
their making you reſtore, by force, what/you have gottenthus 
Arte © 7: | 24.A 
"Finn No, Sir 3-the world's. unmindful : they never take 
notice of theſe things. ; 

Smi, Batpray, Mr. Bayes, among allyour other Rules,have | 
you noone Rule for Invention ? Fs, 
Bayes... Yes, Sir; that's my third Rule that I have herein my 
pocket. er{=1! 
Si, What Rule canthat be ? | | 
Bayes. Why, Sir, whenT have any thing to invent, I never 
trouble my head about it; as other men do but preſently turn 
ater this Book, and there I have, at one view, all that Perfeas, 
- Mons. 
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Montaigne, Seneca s Tragedies, Horace Juvenal, Clandian;Þlin 
Plutarch's lives, and the reſt, have ever thought upon this ſa 
JeX : and o, inatrice,: by leaving out a.few words, or put” 
ting in others of my own, the bulfineſs.is done. = A 
| Tobuf Indeed, -Mr. Bayes, this is as ſure, and compendions 

a way of Wit asever [ heard of. 0 | 

Bayes. I, Sirs, when you come to.write: your ſelves, o' my 
word you'l-find it ſo. -. But, Gentlemen, if you make the leaſt 
ſcruple of the efficacy of theſe my Rules, - do.but come to the 
Play-houſe, and you ſhall-judge of em by the effetts. | 

Smi. We'l follow you, Sir. | | 
Enter three Players u on:theStage. 

I Play, Have you your part perfect? __ 

2 Play. Yes, I have it without book ; but I do not-under- 
ſtand howit is to be ſpoken. | 

3 Play. And mine is ſuch a one, as I can't gueſs for my life 
what humourT'm to be in: whether angry,melancholy, merry, 
or in loye. I don't know what to make on't, "A 

1_Play. Phoo! the Author will be here preſently, and hel 
tell us-all.. You muſt know,this is the new way of writing and 
theſe. hard. things, pleaſe forty, times better thanthe old plain 
way. For, look you, Sir, the-grand defignupon the Stage is 
to keep the Auditors in ſuſpence ; torto guels preſently at.the 
plot, and the ſence, tires'em before the end of the firſt AC : 
noW, here, every line ſurpriſes you, and brings in new matter, 
And, then, for Scenes, Cloaths and Dancing, we put 'em quite 
down, all that eyer went before us : and theſe are the things, 
you know, that are-eſſential toa Play, . RY 

2 Play. Well, Tamaot of thy mind; but, ſoit gets us mo- 
ney, tis no great matter, Nd I, 1g 

Enter Bayes, Jonion and Smith, 

Bayes, , Come, , come'in, Gentlemen. Y are very welcome | 
Mr, ——a — — Ha" you your part ready ? | 

1 Play. Yes vir. | | 

Beyes, But do you underſtand the true humour of it ? 

I Play. I, Sir, pretty well: 
_.. Bajes:: And Amarillzs, how'does ſhe do ? Does not her Ars 
mor become her? 3 Phy. 


[ Exennt. 
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3 Play, © admirably ! ; 

Bayes. T tell you, now, a pretty conceipt. What do you 
think I'l make 'em call her anon, . in this Play ? 

Smj, What, pray? 

Bayes, Why T'l make '*em call her Armarilis, becauſe of her 
Armor : ha, ha, ha. | 

Johnſ. That will be very well, indeed. | 

Bayes, I, it's a pretty little rogue 3 ſhe is my Miſtreſs, I 
knew her face would ſet off Armor extreamly ; and, to tell 
you true, .I writ that Part only for her. Well, Gentlemen, I 
dare be bold tofay, without vanity, I'lſhew you ſomething, 
here, that's very ridiculous, _ [Exennt Players, 

Johnſ. Sir, that we dÞnot doubt of, 

Bayes. Pray, Sir, let'sfit down. Look you, Sir, the chief 
hindge of this Play, upon which the whole Plot moves and 
turns, and that cauſes the variety of all the ſeveral accidents, 
which, you know, are the thing in Nature which make up the 
grand refinement of a Play, is, that I ſuppoſe two Kings to be 
of the ſame place ; as, for example, at Brentford for I love to 
write familiarly. Now the people having the ſame relations 
to*em both, the ſame affefions, the ſame duty, the ſame obe- 
dience, and all that ; are divided among themſelves in point 
of devoir aud intereſt, how to behave themfelvesequally be» 
tween 'em : theſe Kings differing ſometimes in particular z 
though, in the- main, they agree. (I know not whether I 
make my ſelf well underſtood. 

Johnf. I did not obſerve you, Sir : pray ſay that again. 

Bayes, Why, look you, Sir, (nay, Ibeſecch you, be alittle 
curious in taking notice of this, or elſe you'l never under- 
ſtand my notion of the thing) the people being embarraſt by 
their equal tyes to both, and the Soveraigns concern'd ina re- 
—<iprocal regard, as well to their own intereſt, as the good of 
the people 3 may makea certain kind of a you under- 
ſtand me upon Which, there does ariſe ſeveral diſputes, 
In fine, you'l ap- 


turmoils, heart-burnings, and all that 
prehend it better when you ſee it. 


[Exit, ts call the Players. 
' Sm. 
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$i, Ifind the Author will be very much obligd' to the 

Players, if they can make any ſence of this. | 
Enter Bayes. 

Bayes. Now, Gentlemen, I would fainask your opinion of 
one thing, I have made a Prologueand an Epilogue, which 
may both ſerve for either : that is, the Prologue for the Epi- 
logue, or the Epilogue for the Prologue : (do you mark? ) 
nay, they may both ſerve too, I gad, for any other Play as 
well as this, 

8m#i. Very well. That's, indeed, Artificial. 

Bayes, And 1 would fainask your judgments, now, which 
of them would do beſt for the Prologue? For, you muſt 
know, there isit1nature, but two ways of making very good 
Prologues. The one is by civility, by infinuation, good lan- 
guage, and all that, to——a ——1n a manner, ſteal your plau- 

it from the courteſie of the Auditors 3 the other, by makin 
uſe of ſome certain perſonal things, which may keep a ha 
upon ſuch cenſuring perſons, as cannot other ways, A gad, in 
nature, be hindred, from being too free with their tongues. 
To which end, my firſt Prologue is, that I come outin along 
black Veil, and a great huge Hang-man behind me, with a 
Furr'd-cap, and his Sword drawn z and there tell'em plainly, 
That if, out of good nature, they will not like my Play, wh 
fad, I'll e'en kneel down, and he ſhall cut my head off 

hereupon they all clapping ——a—— 

Si. But, ſuppoſe they do not. 

Bayes. Suppoſe! Sir, you may ſuppoſe what you pleaſe, I 
have nothing to do with your ſuppoſe, Sir, nor am not at all 
mortifi'd at 1t 5 notat all, Sirz-I gad, not one jot. Suppoſe 
quoth a|—— Walks away. 

John. Phoo! pr'ythee,Bayes,don't mind what he fays: he's 
a fellow newly come out of the Country, he knows nothing 
of what's the reliſh, here, of the Town. | 

Bayes. If I writ, Sir, to pleaſe the Counrey, I ſhould have 
follow'd the old plain way z but I write for ſome perſons of 
Quality, and peculiar friends of mine, that underſtand what 
Flame and Power in writing is ; and they do me the right, 
Sir, to approve of what do, Jobn.l, 
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Jobnſ. 1,1, they will clap, I warrant you ; never fear it, 

Bayes, I'm ſure the: deſign's good : that cannot be deny'd, 
And then, for language, I gad, I defie '*em all, in nature, to 
mend it. Beſides, Sir, I bave printed above a hundred ſheets 
of papyr, to infinuate-the Plot into the Boxes : and withal, 
have appointed two or threedozen of my friends, to be ready 
m the Pit, who, I'm ſure will clap, and fo the reſt, you know, - 
muſt follow.z and then, pray, Sir, what becomes of your ſap- 
poſe? ha, ha, ha. eur x ; 

Joknſ. Nay, if the buſineſs beſo well laid, it cannot miſs. 

Zayes, 'I think fo, Sir : and therefore would chuſe this for 
the Prologue. For if | could engage'em to clap, before they 
ſee the Play, you know 'twould be ſo much the better; be- 
cauſe then they were engag'd: for let a man write neverſo 
well, there are, now-a-days, a fort of perſons, they call 
Critiques, that, I gad, have.no more wit in*emthan ſo many 
Hobby-horſes ; but they'll laugh you, Sir, and find fault, and 
cenſure things that, A gad, I'm ſure they are not.able to-do 
themſelves. A fort of envious perſons, that emulate the glo- 
ries of perſons of parts, and think to build their fame, by ca- 
lumniating of perſons that,l gad,to my knowledge, of all per- 
ſons in the world are, in nature, the perſons that do as much 
deſpiſe all that, as——a——ln fine,['ll ſay no more of 'em. 

Johnſ. I, I, you have faid enoughof 'em in conſcience : I'm 
ſure more than they'll ever be able to anſwer. 

Bayes. Why, I'll tell you,Sir,fincerely, and boa fide ; were 
it not-for the ſake of ſome ingenions perſons, and choice fe- 
male ſpirits, -that have a value for me, I would ſee %em all 
hang'd before I would e'er more ſet pen to papyr ; but let 'em 
liv e in ignorance like ingrates, 

Johnſ. 'I marry! that were a way to be reveng'd-of *emin» 
deed: and, if I were in your place,now,I would doit. *« 

Bayes. No, Sir 3 there are certain tyes upon me, that I can= 
net. be dilingag'd from 3 otherwiſe, I would. But pray, Sir, 
how do you like my hang-man ? 
$mi, By my troth, Sir, 1 ſhould like him. very well. 

Bayes, I, but how do you like it ? (for 1 ſee you can judge ) 
| F \4/ 24: Would 
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Would you have it for the Prologue, or the Epilogue ? 

k John. Faith, Sir, it's ſo good, letit een {erye for both. 

| , Bayes, No, no; that won't do. Belides I have made ano- 
ther, | 

Johnſ. What other, Sir? 

Bayes, Why, Sir, my other is Thunder and Lightning, 

Johnſ* That's greater: I'd rather ſtick to that. 

Bayes, Do youthink ſo? T1 tell you then; though there 
have been many witty Prologues written of late, yet I think 
you'l ſay this is a ox pareil/o : I'm ſure no body has hit upon 
yet. For here, Sir, make my Prologue to be Dialogue: and 
as, in my firſt, you ſee ſtrive to oblige the Auditors by civility, 
by good nature, and all that ; ſo, in this, by the other -way, 77: 
Terrorem, I chuſe for the perſons Thwyder and Lightning. Do 
you apprehend the concept ? | 

Johnſ. Phoo, pox! then you have it cock-ſure, They'l be 
| hang'd, before they'l dare affront an Author, that has'em at 
that lock. 

Bayes. I have made, too, one of the moſt delicate, dainty 


plie it. 
Sm, Lets hear it, I pray you. 
Bayes. 'Tis an alluſion to love. 
So Boar and Sow, when any ſtorm 1s nigh, 
Snuff up, and ſmell it gath'ring in the Sky : 
Boar-beckons Sow to trot in Cheſtnut Groves 
And there conſummate their unfiniſh'd- Loves. 
Penfive in mud they wallow allalone, 
| And ſhort and gruntle to each others moan, 
ror Le like it now, ha : * ; 
... Johnſ. Faith; 'tis extraordinary fine : and very applicable 
” Thunder and. Lightning, methinks, becauſe it ſpeaks-of a 
form. | | 
Bayes. I gad, and fo it does, newl think/on't. © Mr. John» 
fon, Tthank you; and[T'l put itin profeFo. Come out, Thun- 
,4er, and Lightning, 


t C Enter. 


Simile's in the whole world, Igad, ifI knew but how toap- 


—_ 


ro. T be Rebearſal. 
Enter Thunder and Lightning}. 

Than, Tam the bold Thunder.. 

Bayes, Mr, Cartwright, priythee ſpeak alittle Jouder, am 
with a hoarſer voice.. Tam the bold Thunder 2 Pſhaw ! ſpeaks 
it me in a voice that thunders it out indeed : I am the bold: 
Thunder. © | 

Thur. Lam the bold Thander.. 

Light. The brisk Lightning, 1, 

Bayes. Nay, you mult be quick and nimble:. 

The brisk Lightning, I. That's my meaning. 

Thun.. Iamthe braveſt HeFor of the Sky. 

Light. And I fair Helen that made Hefor dic. 

Thun.. I ſtrike men down. 

Light. I fire the Town.. 

Thur. Let the Critiques take heed how they grumble, 

For then begin 1 for to-rumble.. 
Light. Let the Ladies allow us their Graces. 
Or T1 blaſt all the paint on their faces, 
And dry up their Peter to Soot.. 
Thun. Ket the Critiques look tot.. 
Light. Let the Ladies look to't, 

Thun. For Thunder will do't. 

Light; For Lightzaing will ſhoot. 

Thun, T'| give you daſh for daſh; 

Light, T1 give you flaſh for flaſh. 

Gallants, I'l finge your Feather,. 

Thun, T1 Thunder you together. 

Both. Look to't, look to't 3. we'l do't, we'l do't: look to't;. 
wel do't.. . . [Twice or thrice repeated. 

[Exennt ambo.. 

 ;Bajts, That's all, *Tis but a flaſh of a Prologue : .a Droll, 

Smt, 'Tishort, indeed; but very terrible. | 

Bayes, Ay when the ſmile is in,it will do to a Miracle, I gad: 
Come, come begin the Play. . 


1 


T be Rehearſal. t1 
Enter firi# Player, 


1 P14. Sir, Mr. Ivory is not come yet; but hee'l be here 
preſent. Y, he's but two doors off, 


Bayes. Come then, Gentlemen, let's go out and take a pipe 
of Tobacco, [ Exennt. 


Finis Am prim:. 


_— al. th ——_ — tt. AM. an. 
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Bayes. Ow, Sir, becauſe I'll do nething here tha "_-_ 
C was done before—. 
Smi: A very mrs - .for a Play ies 
. Bayes. Inſtead of that diſcovers 
ſomething of the Plot, Ibegia this be with a whiſper, 
Smi. That's very new, -. 
Bayes, Come, take your ſeats. Begin, Sirs. 
Enter Gentleman-Uſher and Phyſician. 

Phyſ. Sir, by your habit, I ſhould-gheſs you to be the Gen- 

tleman-Uther of this ſumptuous place. 

Uſb. | And, by your gait and » Iſhould almoſt ſuſpe&t 
yourule the healths both our noble Kings, under the nott- 
on of Phyſician. | 

oy You hit my FunRion right. | 

-Vþh. And you, mine. 

' Phyſ. Then let's embrace. 

- Up. Come then, , 

Phyſ. Come. 1hiT. A 

( , 5 Jobnſ. 
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- Jobaſ. Pray, Sir, who are.thoſe two ſo very civil perſons ?: 
Bayes, Why, Sir, tae Gentleman-Utlher, and.Phyſieiarwof 
the two Kings of Brentford. 
Johnſ. But how. comes it to.pals, then, that they know one 
another.no better ? | 
Bayes, Phoo! that's for the better carrying on of the In-. 
trigue., | 
Johnſ. Very well: 
Phy/. Sir, toconclude. 
$mi, What, before he begins ? 
Bayes, No, Sirz you muſt know they had been talking of: 
this a-pretty while without. SW 
£9ti, Where? in the Tyring-room?* 
Bayes. Why ay, Sir. He's ſo dull! ,Come,, ſpeak again, 
Phyſ. Sir, to conclude, the place you fill;has more than am«. 
ply exadted the Talents of a wary Pilot, and all theſe threat-. 
ning ſtorms whichy like impregnant. Clouds, do hover o'er our- 
heads, (when they once are -7 tha but by the eye of reaſon): 
melt intq fruitful ſhowers of bleſhings on the people, ef 
Bayes. Pray mark that Allegory. Is not that good > + 
* Johnſ, Yes that graſping of-aſtorm- with the eyetis ad-. 
W-ri pe _—_ 
Phyſ.” But yet ſome rumours great are ſtirring;and if Lorenzo. 
ſhould prove falſe, (as none but the great Gods can tell) you- 
then perhaps would find, that—— [ Whiſpers, 
Bayes, Now they whiſper. | . 
oo Ld 17 SO TEES 
Phyſ. No; attended with'the nobjle——. [Whiſpers 
Uſb... Who, he in gray ? | | 
Phyſ. Yes; and at the head of —. [hiſpers. . 
Bayes: Pray mark. | 
Uſh. Then, Sir, moſt certain, *twill in time appear - 
Theſe are the reaſons that induc'd *em-to't © © 


Firſt, he—— k Whiſpers, 
Bayes, Now totherWwhiſpers.. | 4 Þ” 
Uſb. Secondly, they——. 5-0 [ Whiſpers, 
Byers, He's at.it ſtill, | 1 


Us 
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Iſh. Thirdly, and laſtly, both he, and they ——[ Whiſper #+ 

Bees. There they both whiſper, [ Exennt Whiſpering. 
Now, Gentlemen, pray tell me true, and without flattery, is 
not this a very odd beginning of a Play ? | 

John. In troth, I think itis, Sir. But why two Kings of the 
ſame place ? 

Bayes, Why? becauſe it's new 3 and that's it I aim at. [I 
deſpiſe your Johnſon and Beanumont,that borrow'd all they writ 
from Nature; [am-for fetching it purely out of my own fan» 
cy, 1. 

Sj, But what think: you of ' Sir. Johz Snckling, Sur? 

Bayes. - By gad, lama better Poet than he. 

Smi, Well, Sir, but pray why all this whiſpering ? 

Bayes, Why, Sir, ( beſides that it is.new, as I told you be- 
fore) becauſe they are ſuppos'd to be Polititians 3.and matters 
of State ought not to be diyulg'd. 

Sms. But then, Sir, why——- .. 

Bayes. Sir, if  you'l but reſpite your.curiofity till the end of 
the ffth A&@, youl find it_a-pjece of patience not ill recom- 

nc'd.. [ Goes-to the door. 

Johnſ. How doſt thou- like this, Frexk # Is it not juſt as 1 
told thee ? 

. 8m, Why, I did never, before this, ſee any thing in Nature, 
and all that, ( as Mr. Bayes fays ) fo fooliſh, but I could give. 
ſome gheſs at what mov'd the Fop to do it z but this,l confels, 
does goe beyond my reach. | | 

Johnſ. Why,'tis all alike : Mr. Winter/bull has inform'd me 
ofthis Phay before. And T1! tell thee, Fra»k, thou ſhalt not 
ſee one Scene here, that either properly oughttocome in, or 
isltke any thing thou canſt imagine has eyer been the praftice 
of the World. And then,-when he comes to what he calls. 

lauguage, it is, asT told. thee, very fantaſtical, moſt aþo» 
minably dull, and not one word to the purpoſe. .. 

Smi, It does urpriſe me, I am ſure, very much. 

Johnſ. 1, but it won't do fo long: ;by that time thou haſt 
ſeen a Play or two, that I'] ſhew thee, thon wilt be pretty well. 
acquainted with this new kind of Foppery.. on 

: | SCANA. 


T be Rehearſal. 


SCANA II. 


Enter the two Kings, hand in hand. 


Bayes. Heſe are the two Kings of Brertford; 'take notice 
of their ſtile: *'twas never yet'upon the Stage z 

but, if you like it, I could make a-ſhift, perhaps, to ſhew you 
a whole Play, written all juſt fo, 

I. King. Did you obſerve their'whifper, Brother King ? 

2. King. Idid; and'heard befides a grave bird fing 
That they intend,ſweet-heart,to play us pranks, 

Bayes. This,how,is familiar, becauſe they are both perſons of 
the ſame Quality. | | 

Smi, *Sdeath, this would make-a man ſpew. 

I. King. If that deſign appears, 

| Fl lug *em by the ears 
UntilImake 'em crack. 

2 King. And ſo willl, Yfack. 

I King. You mult begin, Mor foy. 

2 King, Sweet, Sir, Pardonnes moy. 

Bayes, Mark that : I makes *em both ſpeak Frexch, to ſhew 
their breeding, 

Johbnſ. O,*tis extraordinary fine. 

2 King. Then, ſpite of Fate, we'l thus combined ſtand z 

And, like two brothers, walk fti]l hand in hand. 


| [ Exenunt Reges., 

_ Jobnþ. This is a very Majeſtick Scene indeed. 
Bayes. Ay, *tis a cruſt, a laſting cruſt for your. _— 
Critiques, I'gad > I would fain ſee the proudeſt of'emall but: 


dare to nibble at this; I'gad, if they do, this ſhall rab their: 
gums for *em, I promiſe you. It was L, you muſt know, writ 
the Play told you of in this very'Stile : and ſh1ll T tell you 
A WW good jelt? I gad, the Players would not att it : ha, 
1 if | " ln Sek | . 

-$mi, That's impvſlible, 


Bayes. 
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Bayes. T gad, they would not, Sir, ha, ha, lia: They re- 
fiis'diit, I gad, the filly Rogues : ha, ha, ha. 
Johnſ. Fie, that was rude. 

Bayes, Rude! I gad, they are the rudeſt, uncivileſt perſons, 
and all that, inthe whole world : I gad there's no living with 
'em. I have written, Mr. Johnſon, I do verily believe, a whole 
cart-load of things, every whit as good asthis, and yet, I vow 
to gad, theſe inſolent Raskals have turn'd'em all back upon my 
hands again. | 

Johnſ. Strange fellows indeed ! 

S$mi. But pray, Mr. Bayes, how come theſe two Kings to 
know of this whiſper 2- for, as I remember, they were not pre- 
ſent at it. - 

Bayes, No, but that's the Aﬀors fault, and not mine 3: for 
the Kings fhould (a pox take *em) have pop'd* both their heads 
tn at the doorjuſt asthe other went off. \ 

Swi, That, indeed, would ha' done it. 

Bayes. Done it! Ay, Igad, theſe fellows are able to ſpoil 
the beſt things in Chriſtendome. T'l tell you, _ gn, [ 
vow to gad, I have been fo highly difoblig'd by the perem- 
ptorineſs of theſe fellows, that I am refolv'd, hereafter, to bend. 
allmy thoughts for the ſervice of the Narſery, and mump your. 
proud Players, I gad.. 


SCANA. II. 
Enter Prince Pretty-man, 


re:[ Yr ſtrange a captiye amT grown of late ! 
Shall I accuſe my Love or blame my Fate'? 
. My Love, I cannot; that is too Divine * 
And againft Fate what mortal dares-repite?- 


Enter Cloris. 
Burt here ſhe comes. 
He 'tis ſome blazing Comet is it not © [Eyes down... 
Reyes. Blazing Comet ! mark that; © T gad, very fine. - 
Þ Pret-+ 
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Pret. But:T am fo ſurpris'd with ſleep, I-cannot ſpeak the 
relk, | [ ſleeps. 

Bajes. Does not that, now, ſurpriſe you, ito fallaſleep juſt 
in the nick ? His ſpirits exhale with the heat of his paſſion,and 
all that, and (wop falls aſleep, as you {ce, -Now, here, ſhe mult 
make a ſimile. 

Smi. Where's the neceſlity-of that Mr. Bayes ? 

Bayes. Becauſe ſhe's ſuxpris'd. That'sa.general Rule : you 
muſt ever make.a {-rile when you are ſurpris'd ; 'tis the new 
way of writing. | 

Cloris. As Ml tall Pine, which we, on tra, find 

T* haveſtood the rage of many a boiſtrous wind, 

Feeling without, that flames within do play, 

Which would: conſume his Rootand Sap away 3 

He ſpreads his worlted Arms untothe Skies, 

Stlently grieves, all pale, repines and dies : 

So, ſhrowded up, your bright eye diſappears. 

Break forth, bright ſcorching Sun, and dry my tears, 
Exit. 

Bayes, I am afraid,Gentlemen,this Scene has made = fad ; 
forT muſt confeſs, when I writ it, I wept my ſelf. 

$m4i, No, truly, Sir, my ſpirits are almoſt exhal'd-too, and [ 
am likelier to fall aſleep. | 

Prince Pretty-man ſtarts up, and ſays —— 

Pret. Its reſolv'd. [ Exit. 

Smi, Mr. Bayes, may one beſo bold as to ask you a queſti- 
-On, now, and you not be angry ? 

Bayes. O Lord, Sir, you may ask me what you pleaſe. I 
vow to gad, you do me agreat deal of honour : you do not 
know me, if you ſay that, Sir. | 

$i, Then, pray, Sir, what is it that this Prince here has re- 
ſolv'd in his fleep ? Hd 

Bayes, Why, T mult confeſs, that queſtion is well enough 
ask'd, forone that 1s not acquainted with this new way of wri- 
ting. But you muſt know Sir,that,to out-doall my fellow-Wri- 


ters, whereas they keep their T=trigo ſecret till the yery laſt 


Scene before the Dance 3, I now, Sir, do you mark me — a — 
| ro 1d h > $24, 
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Smi. Begin the Play, and end it, without ever opening the 
Plot at all ? 

Bayes. I do fo, that's the very plain troth on't : ha, ha, ha; 
| Ido, Igad. If they cannot find it out themſelves, e'en let 'em 
alone for Bayes, I warrant you. But here, now, is a Scene of 
buſineſs : pray obſerveit ; for I dare ſay you'l think it no un- 
wiſe diſcourſe this, nor ill argu'd. To tell you true, isa De- 
bate I over-heard once betwixt two grand, ſober, governing 
perſons. 


SCANA IV. 
Enter Gentleman-Uſper and Phyſician, 


Uſh. Ome, Sir; let's ſtate the matter of Fact, and lay our 
heads together, 

Phyſ. Right : lay. our heads together. I love to be merry 
ſometimes; but when a knotty point comes, I lay my head 
cloſe toit, with a pipe of Tobacco in my mouth, and then I 
whew it away, 7h. | 

| Bayes. Ido juſt (oI gad, alwayes. 

Uſh. The grand queſtion is, whether they heard us whiſ- 
pert whichI divide thus: into when they heard, what they 
ard, and whether they heard or no. | 

Johnſ: Moſt admirably divided, I fwear. 

Uſþ. As tothe when; you ſay juſt now : ſo that is anſwer'd. 
Then, for what 3 why, what anſwers it ſelf: for what could 
they hear, but what we talk'd of? So that, naturally, and of 
necelley, we come to the laſt queſtion, Yidelicet , whether 
they heard or no? 

8mi, This is a very wiſe Scene, Mr. Bayes. 

Bayes, Yes; you have it right: they are both Politicians. 
I writ this Scene for a pattern, to ſhew the world how men 
ſhould talk of buſineſs. | 

Johnſ. You have done it exceeding well, indeed. 

Bayes: Yes, I think this will do. 

f Phyſ. Well, if they heard us whiſper, they'l turn us out, and 
% nobodyelſe will take us, 
D Uſh. 


18 The Rehearſal. 


Uſp. Nobody elſe will take us. 

Sn. Not for Polititians, I dare anſwer for it. 

Phyſc Let's then no more our ſelyes in vain bemoan : 
We are not ſafe until we them unthrone. 

Uſb. 'Tisright: ; 

And, fince occalion now ſeems debonair, 

Il ſeize on this, and you ſhall take that Chair. 
| They draw their Swords, and (it down in 
| the twogreat Chairs upon the Stage. 

Bayes. There's now an odd ſurprizez the whole State's 
 turn'd quite topſi-turvy, without any puther or ſtir in the 
whole world, I gad, 

Johnſ: A very ſilent change of a Government, truly, as ever 
[ heard of. 

Bayes. It is ſo. And yet you ſhall ſee me bring 'emin again, 
by and by, in as odd a way every jot, 

The Vſurpers march out flouriſhing their $words.. 
| Enter Shirley. 

Shir, Hey ho, hey ho: what a change is here! Hey day, 
hey day |! - not what to do, nor what to ſay, [Exit. 

=p But, pray, Sir,, how came they todepoſe the Kings fo 
ea(1 | 

= Why, Sir, you muſt know, they long had a deſign 
to do it before 3 but never could put it in practice till now : 
and, to tell you true, that's one reaſon why I made 'em whi- 
ſper ſo at firſt, 

8mi. O very well : now I'm fully fatisfi'd, 

Bayes. And then, to ſhew you, Sir, it wasnot doneſo yery 
eaſily neither ; inthis next Scene you ſhall ſee ſome fighting, 

Smi. O, ho: ſothen you make the ſtruggle to be after. the 
buſinefs 1s done ? : = 

Bayes. Aye, 
* $mi, O, I conceive you: that is very natural. 
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SCANAV. 


Enter four men at one door, and four at another, with their 
Swords drawn. 


Tand. Who goes there ? 
| | 2 Sol. A Friend. 

1. Sl. What Friend? 

2 Sol. A Friend to the Houſe. 

x Sol. Fall on. [They all kill one another. Muſick, ſtrikes. 

Bayes. Hold, hold. | To the Muſich, It ceaſeth. 
Now here's an odd furprize: all theſe dead men you ſhall ſee 
riſeup preſently, at a certain Note that I have made, in Effart 
flat, and fall a Dancing. Do you hear, dead men? remember 
Jour Note in Effaut flat. Play on. [To the Muſick, 

ow, now, now. |. The Muſick, play his Note, and the dead men 
O Lord, O Lord! riſe; but cannot get in order. 

Out, out, out! Did ever men ſpoil a | thing ſo ? no figure, 
no ear, no time, no thing? you dance worſe thanthe An- 
gels = Harry the Eight, or the fat Spirits in The Tempeſt. 
Igad. | 

- Sol. Why, Sir, tis impoſhble to do any thing in time, to 
this Tune, 

Bayes. O Lord, O Lord ! impoſſible? why, Gentlemen, if 
there be any faith in a perſon that's a Chriſtian, Iſate up two 
whole nights in compoling this Air, and apting it forthe buſi- 
neſs: for, if you obſerve, there are two ſeveral Deſigns in 


v, 
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this Tune; it begins ſwift, and ends flow: You talk of time, 

and timez you ſee me do't. Look you now. Here[l 

am dead. [Lies down flat owhis face. 

Now mark my Note Effaut flat. Strike up Muſick. 

Now. [As he riſes up haſdily, he tumbles and falls down again. 

Ah, gadſookers, I have broke my Noſe. 

; Johbnſ. By my troth, Mr. Bayes, this is a very unfortunate 

Note of yours, in Effaxt flat. 

- Bayes. A plague of this damin'd Stage, with your nails, and 
D 2 
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your tenter-hooks,that a man cannot come to teach you to Act, 

but he muſt break his noſe, and his face, and the divel and all.. 

Pray, Sir, can you help me to a wet piece of brown paper ? 
$72i. No indeed, Sir; I don't uſually carry any-about me. 

2 Sol. Sir, Fl go get you ſome within preſcatly. 

Bayes. Go, go then; I follow you.. Pray dance out the 
Dance, and T'! be with you in a moment. Remember you 
four that you dance like Horſemen. [Exit Bayes. 

They dance the Dance, but can make nothing of it+ 

x Sol. A Devil! let's try.this no more: play my Gance that 
Mr. Bayes found fault with. [ Dance, &*/exennt. 
b _ What can this fool be doing all this while about his: 

ole ?- | 

John. Pry thee lets go ſee. _ [Exennti. 


Finu Au ſecundi. 


ACTUS-HM. SCANA I. 


Bayes with a Papyr on his Noſe, and the two Gentlemen, 


Bayes. *Ow, Sir, thisI do, becauſe my Fancy in this Play 
N is to end every Act with a-Dance, 

| Smi. Faith, that Fancy is very good, butTI 

ſhould hardly have broke my Noſe for it, though. | 

Johnſ. That Fancy, I ſuppoſe, is new too. 

Bayes. Sir,all my Fancies are fo. I tread upon no mans heels : 
but make my flight upon my own wings, I aſſure you. As, 
now, thisnext.Scene ſome perhaps will fo » It is not very ne- 
ceſſary to ths Plot; I grant itz what then? I meant it ſo, 

| But 


The Kebearfal: 2 
But then it's as full of Drollery as ever itican hold : tis like 
an Orange ſtuck with Cloves, as for conceipt; | Come, where 
are you 2 This Scene will make you die wit laughing, if it be 
well afted : it tsaScene of ſheer Wit, without any - mixture 
inzhe World, I gad: | Reads. - 

Futer Prince Pretey-akiti and Tom Thimble his Taylor: 

This, Strs, might propetly enough be call d a. prize of Wit; 
jor you ſhall ſee 'em come in pgs tr agg os hit 
for hit, as faſt as can be... Firſt one ſpeaks ,. "then. preſently. 
Cothers upon him ſlap, with a Repartee z z then he at himra- 
Fad, _ L_ anew CO eipe:  und4oerernally, Eh 

& ite 0 ; 
_ FC 4 dl [Goer' to ale Pla 

Sm. ta &, . GOES Op mean 
hit —_— as * F dg wy 

obhnſ. Mean 2 why, he' never meant in's 

with Lean of ang ed = yer _ 

Enter Bayes. 

Bayes: Why don'tyoucome tn? '- 

Enter Prince and Tom Thimble.. 

Pret, But pr'ythee , Tom Thimble ; why wilt thou needs 
marry? IF dine "aylorsmake but one man; and one"'woman 
cantiot be ſatisfied with nine men : what work art thou cutting 
out here for thy ſelf, trow we 

Bayes. Go 

Thim.” Why, an't pleaſe your Highneſs, if I can't make up: 
all theworkf cut out, Iſhan't want Journey-men to-help me, 
I warrant you. 

Bayes, Good again. 

Pret. T am afraid thy Journey-mev, though, ook work 
wm the day, but bythe night. n 

ayes. Goad {till. | 

Th ins. "owes, if try wife 66s Dur cr 'd, A 
there will be no great danger :; not half ſo nn 2s when 1 
truſted you for E..cx En, | 


by 


*"Bayes.: Very g 
Pret, Why , Frm 'times lan yd upon cruſt 5 it was the 


”—I_ 


——- 
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faſhion. . You would not be out of time, at ſuch a timeas that, 
ſure : A Taylor; you know, muſt never be out of faſhion. 

Bayes. Right. | T7 
Thim. I'm ſure, Sir, I made your Cloath in the Court-faſhion, 


- for you never paid me yet. 


Bayes... There'sa bob for the Court, 
Pret. Why, Tom, thou ar a ſharp page when thou art an- 
nks.-.. 


- gry, I ſee: thou'pay'lt me now, mathi 


Thim. T, Sir, m your own coyn: you give me nothing but 
. words. 
Bayes. Admirable, beforegad. | 
Pret. Well, Tom, I hope Rarely I ſhall have another coyn 
for thee 3, for now-theWars come on, I ſhall grow to be a man 
of mettal. 
Bayes. O, youdid not do that half enough. 
Jobyſ, Methinkshe does it admurably. | 
Bayes. I, pretty well; but he does not hit me in't : he does 
not top his part. = 
Thim. That's the way to be ſtamp'd your ſelf, Sir. I hall 


| ſeeyoucome home. like an Angel for the Kings.Evil, with a 


-hole bor'd through you. | "6M +  [Exeunt. 
;Bayes, That's very good, i'faith 3 ha, ha, ha: : Ha, there he 
has hit, it up tothe hilts, I gad. How. :do you like it now, 
Gentlemen? is not this pure Wit ? | 
$mi: 'Tis ſhip ſhap, Sir, as you fay ; but, methinks, not plea- 
fant, nor tothe purpoſe,' for the Play does not goon. 
Bayes. Pla does not goon? 1 don't know has yon mean: 
why, is not this part of the Play ? 
Smi, Yes, but the Plot ſtands {ti]l. 
Bayes.;Plot ſtand ſtill ! why, what a Devil 
for, butto bring in fine things? 
Si. O, Idid not know that before. ; 
Bayes. No,; Fthink you did not : nor many things more,that 
T1 am Maſter of. Now, $Sir,.I gad, this is the bane of all us 
Writers : let us ſoar never ſo.little above the common pitch, I 
gaC,all's ſpoil'd ; for the vulgar never underſtand us, they can 
never conceive you, Sir, the excellencie of xaeſe things. " , 
KOH. ; , onny. 


is the Plot good 
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Johnſ. Tis a fad fate, I muſt confeſs: but you write on ſtill ? 
Bayes. Write on? I, I gad, I warrant you. 'Tis not their 
| talk ſhall ſtop me : if they catch me at that lock, 11 give 'em 
| leave to hang me. As long as I know my things to be good, 
_ careI what they ſay ? - What, they are gone, and ' 
the Song |! | 
$mi. They-bave done very well; methinks, , here's noneed 
of one. 

Bayes, Alack, Sir, you know nothing : you muſt.ever in- 
terlard your Playes with Songs, - Ghoſts and Idols; .if .you 
mean to —a— oh 

Johnſ. Pit, Box and Gallery, Mr. Bayes. | 

Bayes, I gad, Sir, and you have nick'd it. Hark you, Mr. 
Johnſon, you know I don't flatter, a gad, you. have a great . 
deal of Wit. * | | 

Johnſ. O Lord, Sir, you;dome-too-much ,honour.: 

Bayes. Nay, nay, comeycome,, Mr. Jolmſan, Tfacks this mnſt 
not be ſaid, amongſt us that have it. I know. you have wit by 
the judgment you make of this Play for that's the meaſure I 
go by: my Play is my Touchſtone. When a man tells me ſuch 
a one is a perſon of partsyz is heſo, ſay T? what do I do, but 
bring him preſently to ſee this Play :..I& helikes it;\ I know 
what to think of him 3 if not; your moſt humble Servant, Sir, . 
I'l no more of him upon my word, I thank you. I am Clare . 
voyant, a gad. Now here we go on to our bulineſs, 


' SCANA II: 


Enter the two Uſurpers, hand in hand. 


Uſh. LI Ut what's become of Yolſcixs the great ? 
i His preſence has not grac'd.our Court of late. 
Phy. I fear ſome ill, from emulation'fprung; 
Has from us that Illuſtrious Hero wrung,” 
Bayes. Is not that Majeſtical ? 
Smi, Yes, but whoa Devil is that /pl/cie 2 


Bayes. 


% 
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Bayes,' Why, that's a Prince I .make in love with Parthe- 
20pe- 

Sn. I thank you, Sir. 

Enter Cordelio, 

Cor. My Lieges, news from Yolſcizs the Prince. 

- Up. His news is welcome, whatſoe'er it be. 
.. Smi. How, Sir, do you mean that? whether it be good or 
bad ? 

Bayes. Nay, pray, Sir, have a little patienoe: Godſookers 

you'l ſpoil all my Play. Why, Sir, *tis impoſſible to anſwer 


-every impertinent queſtion you ask. 


Smi. Cry you mercy, Sir. | 
Cor. His Highneſs Sirs, commanded me totell you, 
LY the fair perſon: whom you both do know, 
DO forgiveneſs for her fault, 
ka orrow., ' twice ſhe did attempt 
oo precious life; but, by the care 
t ftanders-by, prevented Was. 
hou "Shear? Chas fuff's here! 


Cor. Atlaſt, 
Folſcews the great this dire reſolve embrac'd : 
Hi ſervants ) the Countrey ſent, 


And he himſ&f to Peceadille went. 
Where he's inform'd, by Letters, that ſhe's dead. 
Uſh. Dead | is chat poſlable? Dead! _ 
Phyſ. O ye Gods! [Exeunt. 
Bayes. There's a ſmart expreſſion of a paſſion 3 O ye Gods ! 
That's one of my bold ſtrokes, a gad. 
Smi. Yes; but whois the fair perſon that” s dead ? 
Bayes. That you ſhall know anon. 
8mi. Nay, i ie we know itat all, 'tixwell enough. 


the: Perhaps you may find too, by and by, far all this, 
tha 


ſhe's not dead neither 
$97, Marry, rs pood news: I am glad of that with all 
my heart. 


Bayer, wow s the man brought i in that is ſup d to 
have Kali'd hey here” pos 


[2 great ſhout within. 
Enter 


| The Rebeirfole 


Enter Amarillis with 4 Book in her hand and Attendants. 
Ama, What ſhout triumphant's that > 
Enter 4 Souldier. 
$91. Shie maid , npon the River brenie', near-  Twick' ram. - 
Town, the aſſaffmate 1s rane. 
Ama. Thanks ro the Powers above, for this deliverance. . 
I hope its ſlow beginning will portend 
a——_— Exit to all >» Inpdry 
5. Piſh, there you arcout;- toall future end 5 No; no; 
all Rtre'ends you muſt Jaytheaecentupor'end, or elſe 
you loſe the conceipt. 
Meg Indeed the alteration of that accent does a great deal 5 
Bayes. . 
Bayer, O, a4 Fir 7 they are theſe ict things that mar, 
or:ſet you off aPhay. 
Sm. "_ ou. re ts Em in theſe matters.-: 
- ir ; I have been longenough at it toknow fomc--- 


Enter Souldiers dy in an-oldFi 
ma. Villain, what Mon Fig corrupt 


T ral the nobleſt ſoul of humane kind ? 
Tell me who ſet thee on. 
Fiſh. Prince Pretty-mane . 
Ama. to kill whom? 
| .' Prince Pretty-man: 
Ama, What, did' Prince Pretty-mar hire youts kill-Prince 
eman £ 
Fiſh. No; Prince Volſciav. ; 
Ama. Tokill whom 
Fiſh. Prince Volſc3 we. 
Ami” What did. Prince Yolſcie hire you-to- Kal Prince 
Volſcins 2 


Fxennt:; 


his ay; for ee lofi of this Nis, wen 
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. 81nti, I.ſee, Sir, 'you havea ſeveral deſign for every Scene. 
Bayes. T, that's my-way of writing ; and fol can diſpatch - 
you, Sir, a whole Play before another man, I gad, can make an 


.end of his Plot. So now enter Prince Pretty-man ina rage. 
Where theDevil is he? Why Pretty-van ? why when, I fay ? 


O bee, fie, fie, fie; all's marr'd, I vow to gad, quite marr'd, 
Exter Pretty-man. | 
Phoo, pox! youare come too late, Sir, now you may go out 


. again, if you pleaſe. I vow to gad,, Mr. ——a—- I would 
.not give..a button for my 'Play , , now. you have, done 


this. 
'Pret. What, Sir ? tr Wt 
Bayes. What, Sir? 'Slife, Sir, you ſhould have come out in 
choler, rousupon the Stage, juſt as the other went off. Muſt 
a man beeternally telling you of theſe things? ; ,. -- . 
Johnſ. Sure this muſt be ſome very notable matter that. he's 
ſo angry at. . | | 
Smi. I am not of your opinion. 
Bayes. Piſh! come, let's hear your Part, Sir. - 2-1 
Pret. \Bring inmy Father, why d'ye keep him from me? 
Although a Fiſherman, he is my Father, 
Was ever Son, yet; brought to this diſtreſs, 
To be, for being a Son, made fatherleſs 2 
Oh, you juſt-Gods, rob me not of a Father, _. 
The being of a Son take from merather, *[Exijt, 
Smi; Well, Ned, what think you-now:? Wis 
Jobnſ. A Devil, this is worſt of all. Pray, Mr. Bayes, 
what's the meaning of this Scene ? A. 
Bayes. O cry you mercy, Sir : I purteſt I had forgot to tell 
you. Why, Sir, you muſt know, that, long before, the begin- 
ning of. this Play, this Prince was takenby.a Fiſherman. 
8m:i. How, Sir, taken Priſoner ? | | 
Bayes, Taken Priſoner ! O Lord, what a-queſtion's there! 


. 


did ever any man ask ſuch a queſtion? Taken Priſoner ! 


Godſookers, he has put the Plot quite out of my head, with 

this damn'd queſtion. What wasI going to fay ? 
Jebnſ. Nay, the Lord knows : I cannot imagine, 

{ Bayes. 


Es 
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Bayes. Stay, let me ſee; taken : O 'tistrue. . Why; Sir, asT 
was goingry ſay, his Highneſshere; the Prince; was taken in a 
Cradle by a Fiſherman, and brought up as his Child.  } -- 

 8mi. Indeed? '© +0 9/4 | OSS > 

Bayes. Nay, pr'ythee hold thy peace. And fo, Sir,” this 
—_ being committed by the River-fide,: the Fiſherman, 


upon ſufpition;. was ſeiz'd;' and thereupow the Prince grew | 


angry. ET 
Smi. $0,105 now tis very plain: - 


Johnſ.- But Mr. Bayes, 'is not that ſome diſparagement to a+ 


Prince, to paſs for a Fiſhermans Son? Havea care of that, 'I 
pray: | 


fetch him off again, preſently, you ſhall ſee. 
| | _ —_— Thimble:: - 
Pret. By all the Gods, I'1 ſet the:world.on fire: . 

| Rather than let 'em raviſh'hence.my. Sire. 

- . Thim. Brave Pretty-man, it igat:lengthreveal'd, ... 

. |, That heisnotthySire who thee conceal 'd... | 
Bayes. Lo' you now, there he's off again.: S:2 
Johnſ. Admirably done i'faith: * Eb 
Bayes. Ay, now the Plot thickens very much .uponus.”. -/ 
Pret. What Oracle this darkneſs can evince ? | 

Sometimes a Fiſhers Son, ſometimes a Prince. - 
It is a ſecret, great asis the world; _ 
In which, I like the Soul, am toſs 'd and .hurl'd; 
The blackeſt Ink of Fate, fure, was my Lot, - 
And, when ſhe writ my Name, ſhe. made a _—_ 
| Exit. 
Bayes. There's a bluſt ring verſe for younow. 
Sm. Yes, Sir; but pray, why is he ſo mightily troubled.to 
find he-isnot a Fiſhermans Son ? 
Bayes: Phoo/! that is not becauſe he has a mind ti 


at all. 
Smi. T, that would trouble a man, indeed, |. 


E.2 "$20 ” | ly... 41 Bayes 


Bayes, No, no, no znotatall; for'tis bu fora while-: I ſhall. 


Son, but for fear he ſhould be thought to be no bodies 8on ' 


&" 


a2" 
tn. cats wore 


” 
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Bayes. So let me ſee. 
Enter- Prince Volſcius, going out of Tows. 
$mi. I thought he had been gone to Peceadille. 
Bayes, Yes, he gave outſo ; but that was only to cover his 


Thnſ. What deſign ? 
Bayes, Why, to head the Army, that lies conceal'd for him 


-1n Knights-bridge. 


Johnſ. I ſee here's a great deal of Plot, Mr. Bayes. 
Bayes, Yes, now it begins to break ; but we ſhall have a 


.world of more buſineſs anon. 


Enter Prince Volſcius, Cloris, Amarillis, a»d Harry with 
a Riding-Clock and Boots. 
Ama. Sir, you are cruel, thus toleave the Town, 
. { li | . 


And to retire to 


Clo. Wehop'd this Summer that we ſhould at leaſt 
Have held _ «arc 4s a6 
Bayes, H honour of your Company | prettily expreſt! 
Held the honourof your Company }Godfookers, theſe fellows 
will never take noticeof any thing. 
Jobnſ. T aſſure you, Sir, I admire it extreamly ; I don't know 


-whathe does. 


Bayes. I, I, he's a little envious; but 'trs no great matter, 


'\Come. 


Ama. Pray let us two thisfingle boon obtain, 
That you will here with poor us ſtill remain. 
Before your Horſes come pronounce our fate, 
For then, alas, I fear 'twill be too late. 
Bajes. Sad! a 
Volſ. Harry, my Boots; for Il go rage among 
My Blades ak od wt , and quit this Urban _ | 
Smi. But pray, Mr.Bayes, 15 not this a little difficult, that 
were ſaying cen now, to keep an Army thus conceal'd in 
Knights-bridge 2 
Bayes. In Knights-bridge 2 ſtay. 
FJohnſ. No, not if the lan-k be his friends. 
Bayes. HisFriends! Ay, Sir, his intimate acquaintance 3 or 
elſe, indeed, I grant it could not be. Smi, 
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8mi. Yes, faith, ſoit mightbe very cafie, 

Beyos. Nay, If I do not make all things eafie, I gad, I'l give 
you leave to hang me. Now you would think that he is going 
out of Town; but you ſhall ſee hew prettily I have contriv'd 
toſtop him Y. 

Smi. —_ troth, Sir, you have ſo amaz'd me, I know not 


what to 
Enter Parthenope. 
Yolſ. Bleſs me !how frail are all my beſt reſolves } 
How in a moment, is m ſe chang'd! 
Too foonl ſecure from Love. 
Fair Madam, give meleave to ask her name 
Who does ſo gently rob me of my fame ? 
For ſhould meet the Army out of Town, 
And, if I fail, muſt hw my renown. 
Par. My Mother, Sir, ſells Ale by the Town-walls, 
> tn — NN etna 
Fol/.. Can r ' | 
- Tho bn fehe Moratog pita in a Cloud. 


Bayes. ing PEI in a Cloud! A, Gadſookers, 
what a conceipt isthere !* 
Par. Give you goodEv'n, Sir. (Exit. 


Velf. O inxafpicious Stars! that I was born. - 
To ſudden love, and to more ſudden ſcorn! 
Ama. Cloris, How | Prince Volſcins in love? Ha, ha, ha. 
| [ Exennt laughing. 

Smi. Sure, Mr.\Bayes, we have loſt ſome jelt here, that 
they laugh ato, 

Bayes. Why id you not obſerve? He firſt reſolves to go 
out of Town, aud X tn as he is pulling on his Boots, falls in 
love. Ha, ha, ha. 

8m. But pray, Sir, where liesthe jelt ? 

Johbnſ. In the Boots. Lo 

Bayes. Gad, you'rei'th' right, it does lie in the Boots 3 your 
friend and I know where the jeſt lies, though you don't. 
_— O I did not obſerve: that, indeed, isa very good 


Bayes. 
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Bayes. Here, now, you {hall ſee a' combat hetwixt Love and 
Honour. ._ An ancient Author has.made- a' whole Play.. on't ; 
but I have diſpatch'd it allinthis Scene. . TE 0 | 


\ Volſcius: ſits: down: 


Pol. How has my paſſion made me Cupid's ſcoff! 


This haſty Boot is on, the other off, 

And ſullen lies, with amorous deſign | 
Toquit loud fame, and:make that Beauty mine. 
My:Legs, the Embletn:of my various thought, .''. . 
Shew to what ſad diſtraction I am brought: 
Sometimes with ſtubborn Honour, l1tke this, Boot, 
My mind is guarded, and reſoly'd to do't:.: 
Sometimes, again, that very mind, by 'Loye- 
Difarmed, like this other-Leg does prove! -. 


p Jobnſ. What pains Mr. Bayes takes to aG this ſpeech him- 
elt! | ch bi 


8m. I, the fool, I ſee, is mightily tranſported withit.. 
Volf.. Shall T to-Honour or to Love giveway'2; 1) { 


Goon, cries Honour; tender:Loveſaies,.nay : 
Honour, aloud,,commands, pluck both Boots 08.3. 
But ſofter Love does whiſper, put on none. - 
What ſhallI do? what'conduGt ſhall I find 

Fo lead:me through this twy-lightof-my mind ? 
For as bright Day with black approach of Night 


 Contending, makes a doubtful puzling light . 


So does my Honour and my Love together 
Puzzle me fo, T can reſolve for neither. | 
[Exit with one Boot on, and. the other-off- 


Jobnſ: By my troth, Sir, this is as difficult a Combat as ever 


I faw, and as equal ; for 'tis determin'd-on'neither;fide. 


Bayes.: Ay, 15tnot, I gad, ha? For, to go off hip hop, hip 


hop, upon this occaſion, -is a thouſand times better than any 
concluſion in the world, I gad. But, Sirs, you'cannot make 
any judgement of this Play; becauſe we are come but to the 
end of the ſecond Act. | Comethe Dance. -. [ Dance. 
Well, Gentlemen, you'l ſee this Dance, if. I am not miſtaken, 
take very well upon the Stage, when they are perfect in their 


motions, and all that, Smi, 


The 'Rebedrſal: Jr 

Smi, I don't know 'twill take, Sir 3 but I am ſure you ſweat 
hard for't. 

Bayes. Ay, Sir, it coſts me more pains and trouble, to do 
theſe things, than almoſt the things are worth... , 

Smi. By my troth; I think (o, Sir, © - 

"* Bayes.Not for the things themſelves, for 1 condd write you, 
Sir, forty of 'emin a day 3 but, Igad, theſe Players are ſuch 
dull perſons, that, if a manbe not by uporr every point, and 
at every turn, I gad, hay: | miſtake you, Sir, and To all. 

.-: |» Enter 4 Player. m_— 
Whes, is the Funeral ready ? "ESLE. 

Play.. Yes, Sir. ' | 

Bayer. And is the Lance fill'd with Wine ? 

Play. Sir. 'tisjult now: doing. 

Bayes, Stay then ;- T'l _ _ ſelf. - 


ao 


Smi. Come, let's go 
Bayes, A Match. > Me. obuſr, gad, I amnotlike O- 
ther perſons ; they care not what 5 of cheis io 
they can but get for'ems/ now, Igad,whenT write, if 


it be not juſt azitſhould be, inevery circumſtance, to 
Db. [ amnotabletocndure it, [amor myſell 


'mout of A TEES perſonin the 
whole werld. For what care I CITOOY I write” 
for Fame and Reputation. vt "nag: 
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ACTUS IV. SCENA 1. 


Bayes, and the two Gentlewews 


things alike in this Play, the latt A& ing 
with a witty Scene of Mirth, I make this- to be- 
gin with a Funeral. | 

Smi. Andisthat all your reafoaforie, Mr. Bayes 2 

Bayes. No, Sir, I have a precedence for it to0,/ '' A perfon of 
Honour, and a Scholar, == his Funeral juſt fo: and he 
was one (let me tell you)that knew _— apes toa 
Funeral, as awy man m Exglard, 

Jolmſ. Nay; un; that ns ae 

Bayes. I. gad, yo Tegred rw device, # foolick, whichT 
nmr an re than all this; not for the Plor or CharaGters , 

Herowk Plays, I make ppm xa thoſe mat- 
ters) \bur another contrivance. 
What is that, I pray ? 

o_ Why, [ have deſign'd a Conqueſt, that cannot coli 
bly, I gad, be actedin leſs than a whole week : and I'l ſpeak a 
bold word, it ſhall Drum, Trumpet, Shout and Battel, I gad, 
with any the 
or modern. 


ſt warlike ' Tragedy we have, either ancient 
Jobnſ. I, marry, Sir, there you ſay ſomerhi 
Si. And pray, Sir, how have you order'd this iis fame frolick 
of yours? 
Bayes. Faith, Sir, by the Rule of Romance. - For example: 


they divide their things into three, four, five, ſix, ſeven, eight, 
or as many Tomes as they pleaſe : now, I would very fain 


Bayer. (Cx became Ewould not have any two 


'Rnow. what ſhould hinder me, from doing the ſame with my 
things, if Ipleaſe ? : 


Jobnſ. 
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John. Nay, if you ſhould notbe Maſter of your own works, 
'tis very hard.” © | 

Bayes. That is my ſence. And therefore, Sir, whereas e- 
very one makes five Atsto one Play, what do mel, but make 
five Plays to one Plot: 'by which means the Auditors have e- 
very day anew thing. | 

Johnſ. Moſt admirably good, 1'faith! and muſt certainly 
take, uſe it is not tedious. 

Bayes. I, Sir, I know that, there's the main point, And 
then, upon Saturdsy, tomake a cloſe of all, (forTeverbegin 
upon a Monday) I make you, Sir, a fixth Play, that ſums up the 
whole matter to 'em, and all that, for fear they ſhould haye 
forgot 1t. 

Jobnſ: That conſideration, Mr. Bayes, indeed, I think will 
be very necelſlary. 

' 8#i. And when comes in your ſhare, pray Sir? 

Bayes. The third week. 

Johbn/. I vow, you'l get a world of money. 

Bayes. Why, faith, a man muſtlive- and if you don't, thus, 


pitch upon ſome new device, I gad, you'l never do it, for-this 


Age (takeit o' my word) is ſomewhat hard to pleaſe. There ' 
is one-pretty odd paſlage, in the laſt of theſe Plays, which may 
be executed to ſeyeral ways, wherein I'd have your opinion, 
Eentlemen. » 


Jobnſ: Well, what is't? 

Bayes. Why, Sir, I make a Male perſon tobe in Love witha 
Female. 

Smi. Do you mean that, Mr. Bayes, for a new thing ? 

Bayer. Yes, Sir, asT have order'd it. You ſhall hear. He 
having paſſbnately lov'd her through my five whole Plays, 
findiog at laſt chat ſhe conſents to'his love, juſt after that his 


| Mother had appear'd to him like a Ghoſt, he kills himſelf. 


That's one way. The other is, that yang to love 
him, with as violent a paſſion as he lov'd her, ſhe kills her ſelf. 
Now my queſtion is, which of theſe two perſons ſhould ſuffer 


. Upon this occafion? | 


Johnſc By my troth, it isa very hard caſe todecide. 
| F Bayer. 
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 Bages. The hardeſt in the World,” I'gad3 and has puzled' 
this pate very much, What ſay. you, Mr. $mith 2 

 8mi, Why, truly, Mr, Bayes, if-it might ſtand with your: 
Juſtice, I ſhould now ſpare 'em both. T3: 

Bayes. I gad, and I think —— ha —— why then, I'T make 
him hinder her from killing her ſelf, Ay, it ſhallbe ſo. Come= 
come, bring ip the Funeral. | 

Enter a Funeral, with the two.Uſurpers and Attendants... 
Lay it down there : no, here, Sir, * So, now. ſpeak: 

K, Uſh..Set down the Funeral Pile, and let our grief. 
Receive, from its embraces, fome relief. 

K. Phyſe. Was't not unjuſt to raviſh hence her breath, 
And, in life's ſtead, to leave us nought but death? 
The World diſcovers-now- its emptineſs, 
And, by her loſs, demonſtrates we have leſs. 

Bayes. Is not that good language now? is not that elevate ? 
It's my no ultra, I gad. You muſt know they were both in 
love with her. 

$i, With her? with whom? - 

Bayer. Why, this is Lardella's Funeral... 

$mi.. Lardella ! T, who is ſhe?- 

Bayes. Why, Sir, the Siſter of _—_—  A- Lady that 
was drown'd at.Sea, and had a wave for. her Winding- 
ſheet. G 

K. Uſh. Lardella, O' Lardella, from above,: 

Behold the Tragick iſſue of our Love: 
Pity us,. finking under grief and pain, 
For thy being caft away-upon the Main. 

Bayes. Look you now, you. ſee [ told you true. 

Sm. TI, Sir, and I thank you for it, very kindly. 

Bajes.. Ay,.I gad, but you will-not-have. patience 5 honeſt 

,—— 1 you will-not have patience. | 

-Jobnſ. Pray, Mr. Bayes, who is that Drawranſir £ 

Bayes. Why, Sir, a fierce Hero, that frights his Miſtreſs, ſnubs 

up Kings, baffles Armies, and does what he: will, without re- 
ard to good mannery, juſtice, or numbers. | 
 Johnſ. A very prett y Character. . ; 
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$j. But, Mr. Bayes, I thonght. your Heroes had ever been 
men of great humanity ind Juſtice. ,- | 
Bayes. Yes, they have been'ſo;_ but, for my part, I prefer 
that one quality of ſingly beating of whole Armies, above all 
your moral vertues put together, I gad. You ſhall ſee him 
come in preſently. Zookers, why don't you read the paper? 
| | [ To the Players. 
K. Phyſ: O, cry you mercy. [Goes to take the paper. 
Bayes. Piſh! nay you are ſuch a fumbler. Come, I'l read 
it my (elf. Take! a paper fron off the Coffin. 
Stay, it's an ill hand, I muſt uſe my SpeCtacles. This, now, is 
a Copy of Verſes, which I make Lardellz compoſe, juſt as ſhe 
is dying, with deſign to-have it pin'd on her Coffin, and ſo 
read by one of the Uſurpers, who is her Couſin, 
Smi. A very ſhrewd deſign that, upon my word, Mr. Bayes. 
Bayes. And what do you-think I fancy her to make Love 
like, here, in the paper? © © =) 5 
Si. Like a Woman: what ſhould ſhe make; Love like? * 
Bayes. O'my word you are out though, Sir; Igad you are. 
$i. What then? like a man? ' | | 
Bayes. No, Sir; like a Humble Bee. 
$113. | confeſs, 'that I'ſhould not have fancy'd. | * .. .. 
Bayes. It may be fo, Sir.' Bat it is, though, id order to the. 
opinion of ſome of your ancient, Philoſophers, who held the 
tranſmigration of the ſoul. © OS | 
8mri. Very fine.” | 
(. 
'2 


o : 


Bayes. T1 read the Title.' To my dear Conz, King Ph 
8m.” That's a little too familiar with a King, oth Sir, 
by your favour, for a Humble. Bee, | £, 

Bayer. Mr. $mith, for other things, I gragt your khow- 
ledge may be above me'3 but, as'for Poetry, give me leave 
to ſay, { underſtand thar berter*" it has bech*fonger wy pra- 
ice; it has indeed; Yip, OS Ho = 

$mi. Your ſervant, Sir. 

Bayes, Pray mark it. 

Since death my earthly part will thus remove | Reads. 
I'l come a Humble Bee to your chaſte loye.. .. © 
F 2 OT Ree hg With 
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With filent wings I'll follow: you, dear Couz5- 
Or eiſe, before.you in the Sun-beams buz. 
And when to Melancholy Groves you come;. 
An Airy Ghoſt, you'l know me by my Hum; 
For ſound, being Air, a Ghoſt does well become, 
$mi. After a pauſe. Admirablet' 
Bayes. At night, into your boſom will creep, 
And buz, but ſoftly if you chance to ſleep -- 
Yet in your Dreams, I will paſs ſweeping by, 
And then, both Hum-and Buz before your eye. 
Johnſ. By. my troth, that's a very, greatpromiſe. 
Sm. Yes, anda-molt extraordinary comfort to boot. 
Bays. Your bed of Loye from-daogers [ wilt free; 
| But moſt from Jove of any future Bee, 
And when with pity you heart-ſtrings ſhall crack, 
With empty arms 1 bear, you, on my back. 
8mi. A pick-a-pack, a pick-a-pack. 
Bayes. Ay, I gad, but-is not.that t#axt.now, ha? is it not 
tuant? Here's the end. 
Then at your birth of- immortality, 
Like any winged Archer, , hence [Il fly, 
And teach you your firſt flutt'ring in the Sky. 
Jobaſ. O rare! it is the moſt natura},; refin'd fancy. this, 
that ever I heard, I'l (wear, 
Bayes, Yes, Ithink, for a dead perſon, it is a good enough 
way of making love: for being diveſted of her Terreſtrial 
part, -and all that, ſhe is only capable of theſe little, pretty, a- 


- morous deſigns that, are innocent, and yet paſſionate. Come, 


draw your ſwords. | 
K. Phyſ. Come ſword, come ſheath thy ſelf within this brelt. 
That in Larde/le's Tomb can reſt. | 
XK. Uſh. Come, dagger, come, and penetrate-this heart, 
Which- cannot from Lardella's Lave- depart... |, . 


Enter Pallas. 
Pal. Hold, ſtop your murd'ring hands, | ..,, 4 | 


At Pallaſes commands : | 
For 
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+  - For the ſuppoſed dead, O Kings, 
Forbear to at ſuch deadly things. 
Lardella lives : I did but try 
If Princes for their Loves could dye. 
Such Celeſtial conſtancy 
Shall, by the Gods, rewarded be: 
And from theſe Funeral Obſequies 
A Nuptial Banquet ſhall ariſe. 
[The Coffin open, and a Banquet is diſcover'd. 
Bayes. Now it's out. This is the very Funeral of the fair 
perſon which Yolſcivs ſent'word was dead, and Pallas, you: 
ſee, has turn'd it into a Banquet. 
© or. 'By. mytroth, now, that'is new, and more than I ex» 
ed. 

Bayes. Yes, I knew this would pleaſe you-: for the chief 
Artin Poetry is to elevate your expeQation, and then bring. 
you off ſome extraordinary way. 

K, Uſh, Reſplendent Pallar, we in-thee do find 

The fierceſt Beauty, and a fiercer mind :: 
And (ince Lardell's life we owe 
We'll ſupple Statues in thy Temple grow. 
K, Phyſ. Well, fince alive Lardella's found; 
Let, in full Boles, her Health go round. 
[The two Uſurpers take each of thems 4 Bile in their bandt. 

K. VUſh. But where's the Wine? 0 

Pal. That (hall be mine. 

Lo, from this conquering Lance, 
Does flow the pureſt Wine of France: f Fills the Boles © 
And, to appeaſe your hungery I out of Ler Lance, 
Have, in my Helmet, brought a Pye: 

. Laſtly, to bear a part with theſe, | 

8 Behold a-Buckler made of Cheeſe. [Yanifs Pallas; 
Enter Drawcanſir. | 
X. Phyſ. What man is this that dares diſturb our Feaſt ? 
Draw. He that dares drink, and for that drink dares d; e, 
And, knowing this, dares yet drink on, am T. 
Joknſe That is as much as to ſay, that though he would -_ 
tne 


on” 
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ther die-than not drink, yet be would fain drink for all that 
too. 
Bayes. Right 3 that's the conceipt on't; 
Jobnſ: *'Tis a marvellous good one, I ſwear. 
K. Uſh. Sir, if you pleaſe, we ſhould be glad to know, 
How long you here will ſtay, how ſoon you'l go. 
Bayes, Is not that now like a-well-bred perſon, I gad? So 
modeſt, ſo gent! T7 
$i. O, very like. 
Draw. You ſhall not know how long I here will ſtay ; 
But you ſhall know ['l take my Boles away. 
'\ $natches the Boles ont of the Kings 
\ hands, and drinks 'em off. 
$mi. But, Mr. Bayes, 1s that (too) modeſt and gent? 
Bayes. No, I gad, Sir, but it's great. 
K. Uh. Though, Brother, this grum ſtranger be a Clown, 
He'l leave us, ſure, a little to gulp down. 
Draw. Who &er to gulp one drop of this dares think 
11 ſtare away his very pow'r to drink. 
The two Kings ſaeak off the Stage, 
) with their Attendants. 
T drink, I huff, I ſtruc, :look big and ſtare; 
And all this I can do, becauſe I date. [ Exit. 
"py I ſuppoſe, Mr. Bayez, this is the fierce Hero you ſpoke 
of. | 
Bayes. Yes; but this is nothing : you ſball ſee him, in the + 
laſt AQ, win above a dozen Battels, one after another, I gad, 
as faſt as they can poſlibly be repreſented. 
Johnſ: That will be a ſight worth-ſeeing; indeed. 
Si. But pray, Mr. Bayes, why do you make the Kings let 
him uſe 'em ſo fcurvily? pt 
Beyer. Phoo?! that is to raiſe the character of Drawcanſir. 
Johnſ. O' my word, that was well-thought on. 
Bazes. Now, Sir, I'l ſhew you a Scene indeed ; or rather, 
indeed, the Scene of Scenes. *Tis an Heroick Scene. 
811i. And pray, Sir, what is your deſign in this'Scene ? 
Bayes. Why, Sir, mys deſiga is Roman Cloaths, . guilded 
Trunche- 
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Truncheons, jforc'd conceipt, ſmooth Verſe, and a-Rant :. In 
fine, if this Scene does not take, I gad, I'l write no more. 
Come, come in, Mr. — a —— nay, come in as many as you 
can. Gentlemen, I muſt deſire you to remove a little, for I 
muſt fill the: Stage. | 

$mi. Why fill the Stage ? 

Bayes. O, Sir, becauſe your Heroick Verſe. never ſounds: 
well, but when the Stage 1s full, | 


SCANA IE 
Enter Prince Pretty-man, and Prince Volſcius: - 


Ay, hold, hold ; pray by your leave a little; ; Look you; 
Sir, the drift of this Scene is ſomewhat more than ordi- 
nary : for I make 'em botty fall out becauſe they are not in 
love with the ſame Woman, w 7. 
$i, Not in-love ? you mean, I ſuppoſe, becauſe they are 
in love, Mr. Bayes #. 
Bajere No, Sir; I fay not.in-love :-there's a new conceipt 
for you. Now ſpeak. | | 
Pres. Since fate, Prince Yolſtiug, has found out the 'way; 
For our ſo long'd-for meeting here this day; 
Lend thy attention to my grand concern. - 
, Polſ. I gladly would that ſtory of thee learn 3 
But thou-to love doſt, Pretty-war, incline: 
Yet-love in thy breaſt is not love in-mine,.. 
- Bayes. Antitheſſs | thine and mine. 
Pret. Since love it (elf's the ſame, why ſhould it be 
Difffring in you from what-it is in me? 
Bayes. Reaſoning 3 I gad, I love reafoning in verfe.- 
Volſ: Love takes, Caweleon-like, a various dye 
From every Plant on which it ſelf does lye,. 
Bayes, Simile! | 
Pret. Let not thy love-the courſe of Nature fright : - 
; Nature does moſt in harmony delight-.., 
Volſ: How weak a Deity would Nature prove: | 
. Contendiog with the-pow'rful God of Love ?- 
Bayes.-- 


x6 The Rehearſal. 


' Beyer. There's a great Verſe / 
yolſ. If Incenſe thou wilt offer at the Shrine 
Of mighty Love, burn it tonone but mine. 
| Her Roſfie-lips eternal ſweets exhale ; 
And her bright flames make all flameselfſe look pale. 
Bayes. I gad, that is right. 
Pret. Perhaps dull Incenſe-may thy love ſuffices 
But mine muſt be ador'd with Sacrifice. 
3 Al! hearts turn aſhes which her eyes controul : 
The Body they conſame as well as Soul. 
Vol. My love has yet a power-more Divine 
Victims her Altars burn not, but refine: 
Amidſt the flames they ne'er give up the Ghoſt, 
But, with her looks, reviveRtill as they roaſt. 
In ſpite-of pain and death, they're kept alive : 
Her fiery eyes makes 'em in fire ſurvive. 
Bayes. That is as well as I can do. 
yolſ. Let my Parthenope at length prevail. | 
Bajzes. Civil, 1 gad. == | 
Pret. I'll ſooner have a paſſion for a Whale: © 
In whoſe vaſt bulk, though ſtore of Oyl doth ye, 
. 'Wefind-more ſhape more beauty in a Fly. 
. $#:i, That's uncivil, I gad. 
Bayer. Yes but as far afetch'd fancy,though,I gad, as ever 
you ſaw. 
Volſ. Soft, Pretty-man, lett not thy vain pretence 
Of perfe@ love, defame loves excellence. 
Parthenope is (ure as far above 
All other loves, as above all is Love. 
Bayes, Ah! I gad, that ſtrikes me. 
Pret. To blame my Cloris, Gods would. not pretend. 
Bayes. Now mark. 
Jolſ: Were all Gods join'd, they could not hope to mend 
My better choice - for fair Parthenope, 
Gods would, themſelves, un-god themſelves:to (ce. 
Bayes, Now the Rant's a coming. 


_ 


Pret. 
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Pret. Durſt any of the Gods be ſo uncivil, 
I'1d make that God ſubſcribe himſelf a Devil. 
Bejes. Ah, Godſookers, that's well writ! 
yolſ: Could'ſt thou that God from Heay'n to Earth tranſlate, 
He could not fear to want a Heav'nly State. 
Parthenope, on Earth, can Heav'n create. 
Pret. Cloris does Heay'n it (elf fo far excel, 
She can tranſcend the joys of Heav'nin Hell. 
Bayes. There's a bold flight for you now ! *Sdeath, I have 
loft my Peruke. Well, Gentlemen, this is thatI never yet ſaw 
any one could write, but my ſelf. Here's true ſpirit and 


flame all through, I gad. So, So pray clear theSt No 
[ He puts 'eme the "8 

Jobnſ. But Mr. Bayer, pray why is this Scene all in Verſe? 

Bayes, O, Sir, the ſubje&1s to great for Proſe. | 
Smi. Well ſaid, I! faithz I'Ilgive theea pot of Ale forthat 

anſwer : 'tis well worth it. h: 19 C9 IRENE 
Bayes. Come, with all my heart. 

I'll make that God ſubſcribehimſelf a Devil. « _. 

| That fingle line, I gad, is worth-all that my brother Poets 

4 \ ever writ, So, now let down the Curtain. [ Exennt. 


Finis Aus Quarti. 
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ACTUS V. SCANA I. 
Bayes, and the two Gentlemen. 


Payer. |} OW, Gentlemen, I will be bold to ſay, Il ſhew 
youthe greateſt Scene that ever England ſaw : 
| "I mean notfor words, for thoſe I do not value; 
but for ſtate, fſhew, and magnificence.. In fine I'll juſtifie it to 
be as grand to the-eye every whit, I gad, as that great Scene 
in Harry the Eight, and grander too, I gad; for, inſtead of 
two Biſhops, I have broughtin two other Cardinals. 
The Curtain is drawn up, and the two uſurping Kings 
eppear in State, with the four Cardinals, Prince 
Pretty-man; Prince Volſcius, Amarillis, Cloris, 
Parthenope, &c. before them, Heralds and Ser- 
& jeants at Army with Maces. 


$m13, Mr. Bayes, pray what is the reaſon that two of the Car- 
dinals are in Hats, and the other in Caps ? 

Bayer. Why, Sir, becauſe———By gad, F won't tell you. 

8#e;. I aſk your pardon, Sir. 

K. Uſh. Now, Sir, to the buſineſs of the day. 

Yolſ: Dread Soveraign Lords, my zeal to you, muſt not in- 
vade my duty to your Son 3 let me intreat that great Prince 
Pretty-wwax firſt do fpeak : whoſe high preheminence, in all 
things that do bear the name of good, may juſtly claim that 
priviledge. 

Pret, Royal Father, upon my knees I beg 

LY Ther the Illuſtrious Yol/ci#s firſt be heard. 
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Bayes, Here it begins to unfold : you may perceive, now, 
that he is his Son. 
Johnſ. Yes, Sir 3 and weare very much beholding to you 
for that diſcovery. 
yolſ: That preference is only due to Amarillis, Sir. 
Bees. I'll make. her ſpeak very well, by and by, you 
ſhall ſee. | 
Ama. Invincible Soveraigns— [Soft Muſick, 
K. Uſh. But ſtay, what ſound is this invades ourears? 
K. Phyſ. Sure 'tis the Muſick of the moving Spheres. 
Pret. Behold, with wonder, youder comes from far - 
A God like-Cloud, and a triumphant Carr : 
In which, our two right Kings fit ene by one, 
With Virgin Veſts, and Laurel Garlands on. 
K. Uh. Then, Brother Phyr,, 'tistime that we were gone. 
The two Uſurpers fleal ont of the Throne, 
and go away. 
Bazes. Look you now, did not I tell you that this would be 
as calie a turn as the other? 
8mi. Yes, faith, you did ſo3- though, I confeſs, I could not 
believe you 5 but you have broughtit abour, I ſee. , 
The two right Kings of Brentford deſcend in the 
Clouds, ſinging in white garments 3 and three 
Fidlers ſitting before them, in green. 


Bayes. Now, becauſe the two Right Kings deſcend from a- 
bove, I make 'em (ing to the Tune and Stile of 'our modern 


Spirits. 
1 King. Haſte, Brother King, we are ſent from above. 
2 King. Let us move, let us move: 


Move to removethe Fate 

Of Brentford: long united State, 
1 King. Tara, tara, tara, full Eaſt and by South, . 
2 King. We ſail with Thunder in our month, 


G 2 
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Inſcorning noon-day, whilſt the the traveller ltayes, 
Buſſe, buſte, buſie, bufie, we buſtle along. 
Mounted upon warm Pheba4 his Rayes, 
Through the Heavenly throng, 
7 Haſte to thoſe 
| Who will feaſt us, at night, witha Pigs Petty-toes. 
I King. And we'l fall with our pate 
In an Ollio of hate. 
2 King. But now ſupper's done, the Servitors try, 
- LikeSouldiers, toſtorma whole halft-moon-pye. 
I King. They gather, they gather hot Cuſtard in ſpoons, 
Alas, I muſt leave theſe half-moons, 
And repairto my truſty Dragoons. 
2 King. O ſtay, for you need nat as yet go aſtray ; 
 TheTyde,like afriend,has brought ſhips ig our way, 
And on their high-ropes we will play. 
Like Maggots in Filberds,we'l ſnug in our ſhell, 
We'l friſk in our ſhell, 
We'l firk in our ſhell, 
| And farewel. 
T X;xg. But the Ladies have all inclioation-to dance, 

- ©. Andthegreen Frogs croak out a Coranto of France. 
Bajes. Is notthatpretty, now ? The Fidlers are all in green. 
S#i. I, but they play no Coranto; 

Johnſ: No but they play a Tune, that's a great deal better. 
Bajers No Corantoquoth a !. that's a good one, with all my 
heart. Come, fing on. 
2 King. Now Mortals that hear 
How we Tilt and Carreer,. 
_ With wonder will fear 

. The event of ſuch things as ſhall never appear. 
T King. Stay.you to fulfil what the Gods have decreed. . 
2 King. Then call-me to help you, if there ſhall be need. 
» Kivg. So firmly reſolv'd is a true Brantford King 

To fave the diſtreſſed, and help to'em bring, 


- 


That 
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That ere a Full-pot of good Ale you-can fiyallow, 

He's here with a whoop, and gone witha holla. ' 

[Bayes phillips his finger, and ſings after em. , 

Bayes. He's here with a whoop , and gone with a holla. 
This, Sir, you muſt know, I thought once to have brought in 
with a Conjurer, 

Johnſ. I, that would have been better. 

Bayes. No, faith, not when you conſider it : for thus 'tis 
more compendious , and does: the thing every whit as 
well. 

$mj. Thing! what thing ? Vs 523 

Bayes. Why, bring'em down again into the Throne; Sir 3 
what thing would you have? | 

Smi. Well; but, methinks, the Sence' of this Song is not 
very plain. 

Bajes. Plain? why, did youeverhearany people in Clouds 
ſpeak plain? They muſt be all'for flight of fancie, art its full 
range, without the leaſt check, or controul upon it. When 
once you tye up ſpirits, and people in Clouds to ſpeak plain, 
you ſpoil all. 

$i. Bleſs me, what a Monſter's this ! 

The two Kings light out of the Clouds, and 
| ſtep into the Throne. 

1 King. Come now to feriouscounſel we'l advance. 

2 King. I do agreez butfirſt, let's have a Dance. 

Bayes, Right. Youdid that very well; Mr. Cartwtight. But 
firſt, let's have a Dance. i Pray remember that be' ſure you 
do it always juſt fo: for it muſt be done as if it wete the ef- 
fet of thougt, and premeditation. But firſt, let's have a 
Dance. Pray remember that. | 

$i, Well, I can hold-no longer, .I muſt gag this rogue 3 
there's no induring of. him-; | | 

Johnſ. No, pr'ythee make uſe of thy patience a little lon- 
ger; let's ſee the endof him- now. - 'N 

/ [Dance 4 grand Dance. 

Bajesr. This, now, is an ancient Dance, of right belonging 

to 
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tothe Kingsof Brentford; and fince deriv'd, with alitte altera- 


tion, to the Inns of Court. 
An Alaves. Enter two Heralds. 
T King. What ſawcie Groom moleſts our _ -——nnl 
I Her. The Army's atthe door, and iv diſguiſe, 
Deſiresa word with both your Majeſties : 
2 Her. Having, from Knights-Bridge, hither march'd by ſtealth. 
2 King. Bid*emattend a-while, and drink our. health, 
Sj. How, Mr. Bayes, the Army in diſguiſe ? 
Bayes. Ay, Sir, for fear the Uſurpers-might diſcover them 
that went out but juſt now. 
8mi, Why, what if they had diſcover'd them? 
Bayer. Why then they had broke this deſign. 
$#:j. That's true, indeed. I did not think of that. 
I King. Here, take five Guineys for thoſe warlike men. 
2 King. Andhere's fivemore ; that makes the ſum juſt ten. 
T Her, We have not ſeen ſ@ much the Lord knows when. 
. [ Exeunt Heralds. 
1 King. Speak on, brave Amarillis. 
Ara, [nvincible Soveraigns, blame not my modeſty, 
If at this grand conjuncture 
[ Drum beats behind the Stage. 
I King. What dreadful noiſeis this that comes and goes ? 
© Enter a Souldier with his $word drawn. 
Sould. Haſte hence, great Sirs, your Royal perſons ſave, 
" For the event of war no mortal knows : 
The Army, wrangling for the gold you gave, 
Firſt fell to words, and then to handy-blows. [ Exit. 
2 King. O dangerous eſtate of Soveraign pow'r ! 
Obnoxious to the change of every hour, 
I King. Let usfor ſhelter in our Cabinet ſtay : 
Perhaps theſe threat'ning ſtorms may paſs away. 
[ Exennt. 
Johbuſ: But, Mr. Bayes, did not you promiſe us juſt now, to 
make 4m arzllis ſpeak very well? 


Bayes. 
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F Bayes. Ay, and ſo ſhewould have'done, but that they hin- 
er'd her. * 

$mj, How, Sir > whether you would or no? 

Bayes. Ay, Sir, 3 the Plot lay ſo that, I vow to.gad, it was 
not to be avoided. 

Smi. Marry , that was hard, 

John. But, pray, who hindr'd her > _ 

Bayes. Why, the battel, Sir, that's juſt coming in at door. 
And ['ll tell you now a ſtrange _ though I don't pretend 
todo more than other men, I'gad, I'll give you both a whole 
week to gheſs how [Il repreſent this Battel. 

8m. I had rather be bound to fight your Battel, Sir, I aſſure 

Ou. 
: Bayes. Why, there's it now : fight aBattel? there's the com- 
mon error. I knew preſently whereI ſhould have you. - Why, 
pray, Sir, do but tell me this one thing, Can you think it a de- 
cent thing, in a Battel before Ladies, to have men run their 
Swords through one another, and all that ? 

Johnſ: No, faith, 'tisnot civil. 

Bayes. On the other ſide; to have a long relation of Squa- 
drons here, and Squadrons there : what is that but a dull pro- 
lixity ? | | 

Johbnſ: Excellently reaſon'd, by my troth! 

Bayes. Wherefore, Sir, to avoid both thoſe Indecorums, I 
fum up my whole Battel in the repreſentation of two perſons 
only, no more: and yet ſo lively, that, I vow to. gad, yow 
would ſwear ten thouſand men wereatit, really engag'd. Do- 
you mark me? 

8m. Yes, Sir; but I think I ſhould hardly ſwear, though, 
for all that. 

Bayes. By my troth, Sir, but you would, though, when you 
fee it : for I make 'em both come out in Armor, Cap-e-pee,with 
their Swords drawn, and hung, with a ſcarlet Ribbon at their 
wriſts, (which, you know, repreſents fighting enough) each. 

of 'em holding a Lute in his hand. | 

$i, How, Sir, inſtead of aBuckler ? 


Bayes 
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- Bayer, O:Lord, O Lord! inſtead of a Buckler? Pray, Sir, 
do you ask no more queſtions. I make 'em, Sir, play the bat- 
tel in Aecitativo. And here's the conceipt. Juſt at the very 
ſame inſtant'that one ſings, the other, Sir, recovers you his 
Sword, and puts himſelf in a warlike poſture: ſo that you have 
at once your ear entertained with Muſick and good Language; 
and your eye ſatished with the garb, and accoutrements of war. 
Is not-that well ? 

Johnſ: I, what would you. have more? he were a Devil 
that would not be ſatisf'd with that. 

8243. I confeſs, Sir, you [tupifie me. 

Bayes. You (hall ſee. 

obnſ. But, Mr. Bayes, might not we have a little fighting ? 


| for I love thoſe Plays, where they cut and flaſh one another 


upon the Stage, for a whole hour together. 
Bajes. Why, then, to tell you true, I have contriv'd it both 
ways. But you ſhall have my Recitativo firſt, 


Enter, at ſeveral doors, the General, and Lieutenant General, arm'd 
Cap-a-pea, with each of them a Lute in his hand, and his 
ſword drawn,and hung with a ſcarlet Ribbon at his wriſt. 

Lieut.Gen. Villain, thou lyeſt. 
Gen. Arm, arm, Gonſalvo, arm 3 what ho? 
The lye no fleſh can brook, I trow. 
Lient.Gen. Advance, from AGon, with the Muſquetiers, 
Gen. Draw down the Chelſey Curiafters. | 
Lieut.Gen. The Band you boaſt of, Chelſey Curiaſiers, 
Shall, in my Putney Pikes, now meet their Peers, 
Gen. Chiſmickians, aged, and renown'd in fight, 
Join with the Hammerſmith Brigade. 
Lieut.Gen. You'll find my Mortlake Boys will do them right, 
Unleſs by Fulham numbers over-laid. 
Gen. Let the left-wing of Twick'nam Foot advance, 
And line that Eaſtern hedge. 
_ Lient.Gen. The Horſe I rais'd in Petty- France 
Shall try their. chance, 
And ſcour the Medows, over-grown with Sedge, 
Gen. 
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"Gee. Stand : givethe word. ' <1 
Lieut. Gen. Bright Sword, - $599 
'Ger. That may be thine. 

But 'tis not mine. bas 
Liewt. Gen. Give hire, give fire, at once give fire, 
And let thoſe recreant Troops perceive niine ire: 
Gen, Purſue, __ they fly. 
Thar firſt did give the lye. {Exennt. 
Bayes, This, now, 18 not improper, I think, becauſe the Spe- 
Qators know all theſe Towns,and may eaſily conceivethem to 
be within the Dominions of the two Kings of Brentford. 
Johnſ. Moſt exceeding well deſign'd! IS 
K. es, _—_ do you think:T have contriv'd to give a ſtoptos 
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Smi. How? | 
Bayes. By an Eclipſe: Which, letme tell you, iis a kind of 
fancy that was yet 'never fo much as t of, but by my 


ſelf,and one perſon mote, that ſhall be eſs; Come, come 
| Enter Lientenant General. _ 
Lieut. Gen, What mid-night darkneſs does invade the day, 
And ſnatch the Vitor from his conquer'd prey 2 
Is the Sun weary of this bloody fight, 
And winks upon-us with'hiis eye of m_? 
"Tis an Edipſe, This was unkind, O Moon, 
To clap between me, and the Sunfo ſoon. | 
Fooliſh Eclipſe : thou this in vain haſt done 5 
My brighter honour had Eclips'd the Sun : | 
But now behold Eclipſes two'n one. Exit, 
Jobsf: This is an admirable repreſentation of a Battel, as c- 
ver I faw. AY 
Bayes, 1, Sir. But how would you fancy now to-repreſent 
an Eclipſe? | rr 
Si. Why, that's to be ſuppos'd. 
Bayes. Suppos'd! Ay, you are everat yours : ha, 
ha, ha. Why, you may as well ſuppoſe _—_ whole Play. my 
I 


50 ' "T be Rehearſal. 
it muſt come inupon the Stage,. that's, certainz but in ſyme- 
odd way, that may delight, amuſe; and all that. ' I have a 
conceipt for't, that I. am ſure is new,-and, I believe, tothe 
purpole. Ls 
 Johnj. How's that ? 
ayes, Why, the truth. is, I'took the firft hint of this out of - 
a Dialogue, between Phebus and Anrora,in the Slighted Maid : 
which, by my troth, was very pretty 3..though; I think, you'l: 
confeſs this is a hittle better, | 
Johnſ. No doubt on't, Mr. Bayes, m 
Bayes. But, Sir, you have heaxd, I ſuppoſe, that your bop 
of the Moon, is. nothing-elſe, | but. an/, interpoſition. of - the 
Earth, between. the Sun and Moon :' as hkewiſe, your Eclipſe 
of the Sun is caus'd by an interlocation of the Moon, betwixt- 
the Earth and-Sun ? = 
Smi. I have heard ſo, indeed; I | 
Bayes. Well, Sirz- what do,meT;. But.make the Ear! 
and Moon, come out upon. the Stage, . and-dance, the Hey 
hum? And, of neceflity, by the very nature. of this Dance, 
the Earth muſt. be. ſometimes between- the Sun and the 
Moon, and-the Moon. between the Earth and Sun ; and 
there you have both your Eclipſes... That isnew, I gad, 
ha ? | 
Johnſ. That muſt needs be very-fine, truly, 
| Bayes. Yes, there is ſome fancy in't. And then, Sir, that 
there may be ſomething in't of a Joque, I make the Moon ſell 
the Earth a bargain. na, come out Eclipſe to the Tune of 
Tom Tyler: 


Enter Luna. 
Luna, Orbis, O Orbis, 

Come to me thou little rogue Orbis. 

| Enter the Farth. 

Orb. What calls-7 Arg ſom, pray? 
Luna, Lina that ne'r fhines by day. 
Orb. What means Lanaina veil 2: 
Lane, Luna means to.ſhew:-her tail, 


= Enter 80l. 


'Bol. Fie, Siſter, flez thou mak'ſt me mule, 59 
, dery down. INE 
To ſee thee Orb abuſe. ii: 42.4, 
Luna; IT hope his anger *'twill not move; r 
Since I didit out of love. - STI 
Hey down, dery down. 
6rb, Where ſhall T thy true love know , 
Thou pretty, pretty Moon ? 
-Luna. To morrow ſoon, creit be noon, 
-On Mount YVeſuvio. | '[_ Bis. 
Sol. ThenT will ſhine, | 
Orb. AndT will be fine. | | 
Luna, And we will drink nothing but Lipazy wine, 
- Owne?, And we, &*c, | 
Bayes. So, now, vanjſhfclipſe; and-enter t'other Battel;and 
fight. Here now, if Iath not miſtaken, you will ſce fighting 
enough, | 
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| A battel is fought between foot and great Hobby- 
| Horſes "Mt if, [Draw comes in, and kills 
*eme all on both ſides. All this while the Battel is 
| fehting, Bayes 3s tellingthem when to Jhont, and 
Jhants with em. i 
' Draw. Others may boaſt aſingle man to kill 3 
ButT, the blood: of thoufands'daily ſpill. 
Let petty Kings the names of Parties know :. 
Where e'er I come, Iflay both friend and-foe. £1) | 
The ſwifteſt Horſmen my {viſt rage controuls, F: 
And from their Bodies drives thetr rrembling ſouls. 


If they had wings, and to the Gods could flie; 

T would purſue, and beat 'em the'sKie : 
And make proud Joye, with all his Thunder, ſee '_ - 
This fingle Arm more dreadfulis, than he. [ Exit. 
Bajes. There's a brave fellow for you now, Sirs. I have 
read of your He&or, your Achilles, and a hundred more 3 
bat I defic all your Hiſtories, and your Romances _ I 
H 2 n 


CE. 
K3 4 ; 
52. 

' = 


ing. OneBattel more will take mine quite away... 


. Gif: andPrince Pretty-may, diſco 
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to ſhew me one ſuch Conqueror, as this Drewcane 


gad , 


r. 
" Jobnſ, Iſwear, 1. think you may. | 
Smi. But, Mr. Bayes, how ſha]l all theſe-dead men goof? - 
for I ſee nonealive to help *em, n 
Bayes, Gooff! why, as-they came on 3 upon. their, legs : - 
how ſhould they gooff?. Why, do you think' the. people do. 
not know they axe not-dead 2 Heis mighty ignorant, poor 
manz..your friend here is very filly, Mr. Joh»ſoir, I gad, heis. 
Come, Sir, I'l ſhow you go off. Riſe Sirs, and go about your. 
bulines., There's go-of:foryou.,. Hark you, Mr. Ivory, Gen- 
tlemep, I'1 be with you preſently. _ | [ Exit. . 
Johnſ. . Will you ſo?: then we'l be gone. . % 
Sm. I, pr'ythee let's go,. that we may preſerve. our hear- - 


[_.Exentat. . 
Enter Bayes 4nd:iPlayers... 


Bayes, Where are the Gentlemen ? - 

I Play... They are gone, Sw. | | 

Bayes... Gone ! 'Sdeath,- this laſt AR is beſt of, all.” T1 go- 
fetch *em again... WS © | - | [[Exit. 

3 Play. Stay, here's.a foul'pjece of-papyr of. his: Let's ſee -- 


— What'tis,} Reads, The Argument of the Fifth A@. 


Cloris, at length; being- ſenſible of, Prince, Pretty- wan's pal- - 
fipn, conſents to marry him.z but, juſk as they are: going to . 
Church, Prince: Pretty-wan, meeting, by chance, with old : 

oan the Chandlers . widow, and.remembring it. was ſhe that.; 

{ brought. him, acquainted with. C/oris: out of 'at high 
point.oE honour, break off. his. match-with Cloris,” and. mar- 
ries old Jqar.. Upon: which, Gries in deſpair; drowns her - 

ntentedly; walks by, the Ri- - 
ver fide. _ rs 0 

Play. Pox on't,this will never dQ; 'tis juſt.like ;the reſt. . 

Gome, let's gone, x +; 79047 | Exxenth . 


as 
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 Pyter Bayes. | 


Bayes, A plague on'em both for me, they have made me 
ſweat; to run after 'em. A couple of ſenceleſs raskals, that; 
had rather go to dinner than ſee this play aut, 'with. a pox 

to 'em.” What comfort has a man to write for.ſiich.du}l rogues? 
Come Mr,——a-— Where are you,.Sir > come away quick, 


quick. , 


Ente Players again. 


Play. Sir, they are gone to dinner. 

Bayes. Yes, I know-the Gentlemen are gone 3 but Task for 
the.Players. | 

Play. Why, an't pleaſe your .worſhip, Sir, the Players are 
gone todinner-too. | 

Bayes, How ! are the Players gone to Dinner ? *Tis 1m- - 
poſſible : the Players gone to dinner ! I gad,. if they are, I1 
make'em to know what it is to. injurea perſon that does 'em 
the honour to write for -'em;} and alt that A company of 
, proud, conceited, humorous, croſs-grain'd perſons,and all that. . 
I gad, I'l make em the moſt contemptible, deſpicable, inconſi- 
derable perſons,. and all that, in the whole world for this-: 
tricks. I gad Il be reveng'd on *em 3 I'l ſell this play tothe 0+, 
ther Houle, | 

Play. Nay. good, Sir, don't take away the Book; you't dif-" 
appoint the Town, that. comes to ſee it acted. here, this after=-- 
NEON. . 

Bayes. That's all one. . F 'muſt reſerve this comfort to my: 
ſelf, my Book and I will go together; we will not part ndeed,:. 
Sis, The Town! why, what care I for the Town ? I gad,' 
the Town has us'd me as ſcurvily, as the Players: have done: - 
but I'l be reveng'd 'on them-too 3 I will both Lampoon and 
pxint 'emtoo, I gad. Since they will not admit of my Plays, 
they ſhall know whata Satyriſt Iam, Ando farewel. to this 
Stage far ever, I gad.' | [ Exit. . 
I Play. What ſhall we dg now 2 : 

| | | 2 P lay. 
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2 Play. Come then, let's ſet up Bills for another Play: 'We 
ſhall loſe nothing by this I warrant you. 

1 Play, I amof your opinion. 'But before we go, let's ſee 
Haynes and Shirley praiſe the laſkDance;z for that may ſerve 
for another Play. | 

2 Play, T'l call*em-: Trhink they arein the Tuing-room, 

The Dance done. 
I Play, Come, come 5 let'sgoaway to dinner. 
: [ Exennt Omues, 


EPILOGUE. 


He Play is at an end, but where's the Plot ? 
That circumſtance our Poet Bayes forgot. 

And we can boaſt though 'tis a plotting Age, 
No place is freer from it than the Stage. 
The Ancients plotted; though, end ftrove to pleaſe 
With ſence that might be underflood with eaſe ; 
Theyevery Scene with ſo much wit did flore, 
That who.brought any in, went out with more : 
But this.new-way of wit-does ſo ſurpriſe, 
Men loſe their wits in wondring where it lyes. 
If it be true, that-MonStrous births preſage 
The following miſchiefs that affli the Age, 
And ſad diſaſters to the State proclaim ; 
Plays, without head or-tail, may do the ſame. 
Wherefore, for ours, and forthe Kingdoms peave,. 
May this prodigious way of writing ceaſe. 
Let's. hawe, at leaſt; once in our lives, a time 
When .we may hear ſome reafon, not all Rhyme :: 
We have theſe ten years felt its Influence ; 
Pray let this prove a.year of Proſe and Sence.. 
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